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INTRODUCTION 



Few readers of French historical works will have failed to 
observe the marked change which has taken place during 
the last half-century in the outlook and methods of French 
historians. History has come under the influences which 
have dethroned romanticism from every branch of French 
Uterature, and has become objective, that is to say, im- 
personal and scientific. The roU of the modem writer of 
history is less ambitious than was that of an historian of the 
old school. He sets out with none of those preconceived 
ideas — ethnological, philosophical, or political — which have 
so often detracted from the value of historical works, but is 
content to record facts with scrupulous accuracy and to 
explain their significance with the utmost imp€ui:iality. 
LeaWng nothing to the imagination, he builds on a solid 
foundation of indisputable documentary evidence, every 
particle of which he has subjected to the most exacting 
criticism ; and he conducts his researches with a thorough- 
ness, with a concern for realistic detail hitherto unknown. 
Certain words of Stendhal admirably sum up the spirit in 
which the modem historian searches after historical truth : 
Quant on veiU savoir Fhistoire, il faid avoir le courage de la 
regarder en face. 

In the following Romances of the French RevoltUion we 
have as good an example as could be found of the methods 
adopted by writers of this modem school of history. Like 
all the other works of M. G. Lenotre, VieiHes maisons^ vieicx 
papiersy under which title these studies were originally pub- 
lished, show that earnest desire for the imadomed truth 
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INTRODUCTION 

which, on more than one occasion, he has explicitly set forth 
as his ideaL ^^ History, as it has too long been written,"^ 
he says in one of his books, ^^is similar to stage scenery 
when seen from the body of a theatre. Everything is in 
perfect order, everything is logical and in its place, every- 
thing appears to be solid and real — provided you do not go 
behind the scenes, that is to say, provided you do not study 
the facts in the heaps of authentic documents stored in the 
record offices. For if you investigate you will discover that 
the building has only a front, and that it is kept upright 
only by the aid of cords and pegs.*" A typical case in point, 
on which he has a right to speak with special authority, 
since it comes within his own special branch of study, the 
French Revolution, is furnished by the manner in whidi 
historians, without an exception, have described the Temple 
Prison and related the captivity of the Royal family. These 
¥rriters have taken such liberties with the pamphlets contain- 
ing the only true version of those events, they have so 
altered and dramatised the facts, in order to make them fit 
in with the theses they had determined to uphold, that their 
accounts, compared with the original texts, are utterly un- 
recognisable. Commenting on this, M. Lenotre writes : " We 
have too great a respect for the truth and we seek it with 
too sincere an independence to permit ourselves to mutilate 
the evidence of a witness and to choose in it what pleases us. 
Let us give facts ! and facts only ! Let us find out, first of 
all, how things happened. We will pass judgment upcHi 
them later on. The history of the Revolution is only at the 
inquiry stage."" As r^ards accuracy, history has manifestly 
everything to gain by this rigid adherence to authentic 
sources of information. But there is another quality, though 
not so important a one as the other, which we look for in 
historical works : we expect to be interested, and the questicm 
arises as to whether history does not lose in interest by being 
stripped of embellishments. Such, at one time, was a pre- 
valent opinion, if reliance can be placed on a passage in 
M. Anatole France's delightful novel Le Crime de Sylvestre 
Bonnard. Coccoz, the book-traveller, in pressing Bonnard 
to purchase a History of the Tour de Nesle^ sajs : " It is an 
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historical wosk — a real stoiy.^ ^In that case,^ replies 
IL Franoe^s sympathetic hero, ^ it would be veiy wearisome 
to read, for historical works which do not lie are aU exceed- 
ingly dulL^ Nerer was there a more erroneous view, and we 
have bat to read M. Lendtie^s vivid pages to realise it. As 
we leadi the end, we shall have no difficulty in saying, with 
their author : *^.What narrative, were it written by the most 
illustrious poet, can rival that of a person who is able to say : 
I was an eye-witness P^ 

Fascinating though living £Burt» may be in themselves, it 
would be idle to deny that a good deal of the interest of these 
studies is due to the manner in which they are written, and 
had the materials of which they are formed been in the hands 
of a less skilled craftsman the result might easily have merited 
Sylvestre Bonnard^s judgment. For M. Lenobre is a master 
m the art of graphic presentation ; he arranges his facts (but 
without swerving a hidr'^s-breadth from his ideal) much in the 
ame way as a writer of romance marshals imaginary person- 
ages and incidents ; and his essays, in consequence, often out- 
distance the wildest flights of the imagination. At the same 
time he has the romanticist's eye for the picturesque, coupled 
with his knowledge of what almost invariably awakens a 
reader'^s attention. He is a worshipper of ancient papers, 
hidden away in family chests or in the musty office-archives of 
Parisian and provincial notaries, a worshipper of prisons 
whence famous people of revolutionary times were led away 
to the guillotine, or where they found protection from the 
scaffold, but especially a worshipper of old houses with curious 
and well-nigh forgotten histories. ^^ Old buildings possess a 
kind of soul,^ he says, ^^ a soul composite of the happiness 
and suffering which people have experienced in them, and of 
all sorts of ever dead, yet living things. The most familiar 
details connected with them have a suggestive charm.'" To 
such a lover of historic houses, Paris is a veritable paradise ; 
for no city can boast of more, notwithstanding the making of 
so many fine new streets. Should an old building, unfor- 
tunately, have been puUed down, M. Lenotre knows exactly 
where it stood, can describe its appearance, and the daily lives 
of the people who inhabited it ; if it still exists, you may be 
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certain he has visited every floor, every room, every nook and 
comer in his pious search for traces of the past. The 
thousand and one minute details which result from this 
patient study of old houses and ancient documents may, in 
themselves, seem trifling, but, r^arded as a whole, they will 
be seen to serve a most useful purpose. In order to judge the 
actors in the French Revolution correctly, we must pictoxe 
their environment, steep ourselves in their ideas, enter into 
the feverish movements which agitated their lives; and all 
these diflicult tasks M. Lenotre helps us to accomplish when 
he takes as into their homes, describes their habits and private 
affairs, and the houses where they lived. He has somewhere 
declared that he writes of these things only for those who take 
a trifling interest in history, but it would be doing him an 
injustice to take his modest confession literally. As a matter 
of fact, all serious students of the French Revolution, knowing 
that it is still far from being clearly understood in all its 
ramifications, read and inwardly digest his scholarly studies^ 
which they know will have to be taken into account when the 
final history of the upheaval of %9 comes to be written. 

Among the nine or ten historical works which M. Lenotie 
has produced, these Romances of the French Revolution are 
given a foremost place by both special students and general 
readers. The reason is not far to seek. The varied incidents 
which they relate appeal to an inborn love of romance as well 
as to a respect for historic truth. How tragic, how thrilling, 
and how touching were the events which made up the daily 
lives of the men and women of the Revolution ! And what 
a wonderful gallery of portraits these pages set before us ! 
They relate the courtship and marriage of such wide^ 
different characters as Camille Desmoulins and Lucile 
Duplessis, Bonaparte and Josephine, Antoine Simon and 
Marie Jeanne Aladame, the custodians of the Dauphin in the 
Temple ; they describe the arrival in Paris of young Napoleon, 
with other military students, and his life as a half-starved 
officer in a furnished hotel, which still stands near the Central 
Markets, an officer with ^^ smooth, hairless face, prematurely 
wrinkled, sad, dreamy, and meditative^; and they sum- 
marise, in a masterly manner, the strong evidence in support 

xii 



INTEODUCTION 

of the truth of Mme. Simon's confession that she assisted in 
smuggling her royal charge out of prison. One after another, 
the leading, secondary, and supernumerary actors in the great 
drama pass before us — ^sinister, ludicrous, or pathetic 
Couthon, Robespierre's crippled confidential friend, dashes 
throu^ the streets of Paris in his mechanical bath-chair ; 
police-spy H^ron beats up " game ^ for the guillotine ; and 
Fouquier-Tinville, who sent so many people to the scafibld, 
himself passes through the hands of Sanson; Jacques de 
Tromelin, the Breton Royalist, cleverly acts his part as 
Commodore Sidney Smith's servant when the English admiral 
is imprisoned in the Abbaye and Temple Prisons ; the 
English adventurer, George Greive, makes his appearance like 
a character of romance in the peaceful village of Louveciennes, 
and with the aid of his accomplices robs Mme. du Barry of 
her jewels ; Baron Gr^ramb, an adventurer of another type, 
tries to persuade the British Government to allow him to aid 
it in crushing Napoleon, and, after many vicissitudes, ends his 
remarkable career as Procurator-General of the Order of 
Trappists ; and Andre Chenier, the great poet, whose genius 
remained hidden until so many years after his execution, pens 
his immortal verses in the Prison of Saint-Lazare. Women, 
too, are not lacking in M. Lenotre's evocation of the past, 
and his sketches of La Montansier, the second Mme. Fouquier- 
Tinville, Mme. HAert (" la mfere Duchesne "), and Mile, de 
Soyecourt, a brave Carmelite nun whose life was one long 
romance, are to be classed with his best work. 

It is related of Michelet that his vocation as a historian 
was revealed to him by the narratives of an aunt and a visit 
to a museum. M. G. Lenotre's interest in the French 
Revolution was awakened in a similar manner. His parents 
occupied, in the neighbourhood of Metz, an old chateau full 
of terrible souvenirs of '89, and his great-aunts used to tell 
him stories of those days. The impression which these left 
upon his mind impelled him, on leaving the Ministry of 
Knanoe, where he was employed with his father, the director 
of the staff, to devote part of his time as a journalist to a 
study of the history of the Revolution. He soon began to 
write on the subject himself, and a certain article on Varennes 
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brought him into relations with M. Victorien Sardou and was 
the turning point in his career. Most of us know what an 
intimate knowledge of the Revolution the auther of 
"Thermidor'' possesses, and everyone who has been privileged 
to hear him discourse on Danton, Robespierre, or Marat has 
regretted that he has written so little about them. What he 
has not done himself, however, he has encouraged others to 
do, and, as M. Lenotre acknowledges in one of his dedications, 
the dramatist assisted him with his knowledge and guided 
him in his researches. M. Sardou'^s fine library of revolu- 
tionary literature and his collection of autographs have often 
been drawn upon by the historian ; M. Sardou has often been 
able, thanks to his clear recollection of conversations in 
bygone years with survivors of the Revolution, to throw 
light on knotty historical questions; and often have master 
and disciple searched together for information. Referring to 
these joint inquiries, M. Sardou says in the preface to one of 
his friend'^s books : ^^ He who has no taste for such excursions 
cannot imagine their charm. . . . This hunt for documents . . . 
is really the most amusing sport, especially in company with 
such a searcher as Lenotre, endowed as he is with a scent 
which ever puts him on the right track."" 

Encouraged and assisted in this way, M. Lenotre set to 
work and produced his first book of history, Paris Rivoltdion- 
naxre^ a volume of studies after the fashion of those here 
translated. This was followed in 1893 by La GuiUotine pen- 
darU la Rivohdum^ based on unpublished documents in the 
French State Archives. Le vrai Chevalier de Maison-Rouge, 
A. D. J. Gonzze de RougeviUe^ 1761-1814, which is the true 
history of the hero of Alexandre Dumas^ Chevalier de Maison- 
RougCy was published a year later. In 1896 appeared his 
first important work, based, like the preceding volumes, on 
unpublished documents : Une conspiration royaliste pendant la 
Terreur: Le Baron de Baiz, 1792-1795. A collection of 
original manuscripts and narratives bearing on the captivity 
and death of Marie Antoinette followed in 1897, and two 
years later his second important book was published: Un 
agent des princes pendant la Revolution : Le Marquis de la 
Rouerie et la conjuration bretonney 1790-1793. Until M« 
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Lenfitre bqpm to study the life of this great Breton conspira- 
tor, historians, including Louis Blanc and Michelet, had dis- 
Biiand him as unworthy of serious attention. A third volume 
devoted to a single character appeared in 1901, under the 
title LaChcuannenenormafideautemj^ Toumebuij 

1804-1809, and is by many r^arded as the best extended 
study he has writtoiL His latest historical works include 
these Romances qfihe French RevdbUiony written from time to 
time during the last five years, and a detailed account of the 
flight of Louis XVL and his family to Varennes, which 
originally appeared in the Revue des Deux Mondes. 

One would hardly have thought it possible, in view of the 
great literary activity shown by this record of work, that M. 
Lenotre could have found time of recent years for imaginative 
work. Yet he has somehow managed to do so. In 1898 
'^ Colinette,^ a four-act play written in collaboration with 
M. Gabriel Martin, was played at the Oddon Theatre ; and 
since then Madame Sarah Bernhardt produced the admirable 
play entitled "Varennes,'' which he wrote with M. Henri 
Lavedan. 

FREDERIC LEES. 

Pom, 190a 
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THE LOVE STORY OF CAMILLE 
DESMOULINS 



A coKFUsioN of slate roofs, smoking chimneys, little 
gardens, and aloft the sturdy tower of the old castle, sur- 
mounted by a pointed roof — ^there you have Guise. 

During some fifty years the little town has become in- 
dustrial ; it possesses foundries, spinning-mills, blast furnaces, 
and refineries. But this transformation does not deceive one. 
Guise has remained the type of those small and honest pro- 
\'incial towns where, formerly, life glided calmly along ; those 
peaceful and charming spots which were on the road to no 
particular place, and where people lived that inexpensive 
country life which is so universal and so easy. Despite its utili- 
tarianism, the town has retained the tranquil aspect of that 
happy period. Numbers of the private residences of the last 
century are still to be found there, recognisable by their 
stately appearance, their wrought-iron balconies, and those 
long windows which give buildings I cannot say how inviting 
and good-mannerly an air. 

At the beginning of the reign of Louis XVI. there lived in 
one of these houses a certain lieutenant-general of police, 
civil and criminal, for the bailiwick of Vermandois. Descended 
from an honest family of citizens who, from father to son, had 
gained a small competency and much respect, he served his 
king unostentatiously. The future of this honest magistrate 
had but a limited though, in his eyes, sufficiently extensive 
horizon ; for, serenely unambitious, his only object was to 
carry out his honourable duties conscientiously, to bring up 
his children to reverence the traditions of old France and pious 
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KOMANCES OF THE FRENCH REVOLUTION 

family souvenirs, and to prepare them for a life as calm and 
pleasant as his own. About the end of 1758 he had married 
a young lady of Wiege, some five miles from Guise, who 
brought him a small dowry. On March 2nd, 1760, a son, 
who was baptized Lucie Simplice Camille Benoist, was bom. 
Two other sons^ and two daughters further increased the 
family and its expenses. So, in order to lighten a little the 
household budget, the father solicited and obtained a scholar- 
ship at the College of Louis-le-Grand for his eldest son ; and 
one October morning the Noyon stage-coach took up the 
trifling luggage of the child whose destination was Paris.^ . . . 
The boy'^s name was Camille Desmoulins. 

Since the suppression of the Order of Jesuits, a singular 
modification had taken place at Louis-le-Grand in the spirit 
of its studies. Under their management, the Greek and 
Latin classics were held up as models only from a purely 
aesthetic point of view, as shown in expression and form. 
Moreover, the importance attached in education to veneration 

^ Extract from a letter from M. DesraoulinB senior to CamiUe (1792) : 
'* You ask, my son, for the name of your brother Du Buoquoy, as well as 
for that of S<^mery (Camille's other brother). The former is called Armand 
Jean Louis Domitille, who was bom on May 5th, 1765. For the past 
seven years he has senred in the late royal Rousillon cavalry re^pment, or 
the 11th Regiment of the Army of the Midi, and which I believe is either in 
the interior at Saumar or at Saint- Jean-d'Ang^ly, for I have had no news 
of him for the last twelve months. The latter is named Lazare Nicolas 
Norbert F^licit^, bom on June 6th, 1769, and for the past two years in 
the 10th Battalion of Chasseurs, late Qevaudan, with the Army of the 
North, in which he shows much zeal. He teUs me in his last letter that 
he is a forlorn sentinel in a wood, and congratulates you on the birth of a 
son. ' As for me,' he says, * I also am married. My wife is a musket, and 
I take greater care of her than of myself.' " (Published by the Journal de 
Vervins, 1884.) 

Desmoulins Du Bucqnoy (so sumamed after a fief in the commune of 
Aubieny) was killed in the Vend^ in 1793. Desmoulins S^mery (S^merv 
was uie name of a small fief, on the territory of Puiseux, belonffine to M. 
Desmoulins) was taken prisoner at the siege of Maestricht. His family, 
hearing nothing more of him, thought he was kiUed. He was still living 
in 1807. 

Camille's two sisters were named : one, Marie Emilie Toussaint 
Desmoulins, who was bora in 1763— she became Mme. Morc^ on her first 
and Mme. Lagrange on her second marriage, and was still.lirmg in 1837 — 
the other, Anne Clotilde P^gie Marie Desmoulins, bom in 1767, who 
married a M. Lomoine. 

* Camille had previously spent a few months in a religious boardiiu; 
school at Cateau-Cambr^sis, where he had as a schoolfeUow Marie Joseph 
Benoit Qodard, son of Ckxlard Briseux, brother of Mme. DesmoulioB. 

2 



LOVE STORY OF CAMILLE DESMOULINS 

of Catholic tradition cooled the enthusiasm which daily inter- 
ooune with the heroes of antiquity might arouse in young 
minds. On succeeding to the celebrated society in the govern- 
ment of the college, the University did not know how to avoid 
the pitMl. Sparta and Rome, too exclusively extolled, took pre- 
cedence of Fiance in the pupiPs affection. Camille has him- 
self vrritten : " We were educated in the ardour of the repub- 
lic to live in the abjection of the monarchy and under the reign 
of the Claudiuses and the Vitelliuses ! Insensate Government ! 
to imagine that we could become enthusiastic over the Fathers 
of the Fatherland and of the Capitol without regarding with 
horror the men-eaters of Versailles, and admire the past with- 
out considering the present.*" 

Shall we ever be able to reveal the share of responsibility, 
in the psychology of the men of the Revolution, which was 
due to this inconsiderate admiration of antiquity ? It is not 
Louis XVI. but Tarquin whom these legislators, nourished on 
Titus Uvius and Tacitas, will judge. They will imagine 
they are imitating the cruel virtues of Brutas and Cato ; 
human life will count for nought in the eyes of these classic^^ 
accustomed to Pagan hecatombs ; Charlotte Corday herself 
will make use of the name of Cinna, and rest assured that 
when Javogue, the member of the Convention, walks naked 
through the streets of Feurs he will naively regard himself as 
an ancient. 

It was therefore a young Roman ^ whom the Noyon stage- 
coach in the holidays set down before M. Desmoulins^ door. 
Camille amply profited by his first year's studies : he spoke 
much about Cicero, was moved to pity at the death of the 
Gracchi, and cursed the memory of the tyrant of Syracuse. A 
flattering result in the eyes of a father who was anxious for 
the scholastic success of his son ! Nevertheless, this idolatry 
jarred somewhat on the inhabitants of Guise. 

Tlie year following, the collegian'^s fervour had only in- 
creased. He had received as a prize Vertot's ** Revolutions 
romaines,'" and he saturated himself with its contents, pro- 

^ **Did you guess that I should be a Roman when 3*ou baptized me 
Lucius SnlpiciuH Camillus, and did you prophesy ? " (Letter from Camille 
to his father, December 2nd, 1789.) 
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claiming on high the benefits of liberty, denouncing despotism, 
catechising his brothers and sisters, creating such a disturbance 
in his father's house that one day the Prince de Cond^ who 
came to talk over business matters, seized the lad by an ear 
and put him out into the street. 

M. Desmoulins was astonished at these outbursts of enthu- 
siasm, and began to think that classical studies had un- 
doubtedly some drawbacks. 

" Pooh ! " he exclaimed philosophically. " He will get 
over that.^ 

But Camille did not get over his passion. From year to 
year the young man returned home more smitten] than ever 
with Athens and Sparta, and looked upon Guise as infinitely 
inferior to these model cities. With the customary disdain 
of the Parisian for the provinces, he ridiculed the simple 
manners of the people of Guise, and affected to startle them 
by a noisy freedom of manner and n^ligence in dress. Nay, 
on one occasion, invited by one of his father's friends who was 
giving a banquet to distinguished persons of the district, he 
became so animated in the coiurse of the meal that, his eyes 
ablaze and trembling with anger, he sprang on to the table, 
shattering the china and glass, and from this improvised 
platform vociferated an ardent appeal to arms, inciting his 
dumfounded listeners to revolt. 

Such scenes made his residence in Guise impossible. More- 
over, he felt cramped under the paternal roof, in this andait 
dwelling with damp, green walls, which retained, in its cradu 
and mouldiness, a certain air of grim pride. 

This house still exists. Its fa^e skirting the street has 
been partly rebuilt ; but on the side of the narrow strip of 
garden nothing is changed : there are the same walls, the 
same roof as of old, so steep that there is room for three rows 
of dormer windows ; there is the same silence, the same air 
of composure, favourable to the monotonous and upright life 
of honest citizens engrossed in regular and daily toiL And 
the impression is so intense that, in recalling the exuberance 
of the fiery youth who lived there, this tranquil residence 
seems Uke the deserted cage of some fierce lionet, seized with 
a desire for the arena. 
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Tlie arena was Paris — Paris which he loved abeady and 
wished to conquer. When once he had obtained his diploma 
as an advocate, he entered his name at the Parliament and 
launched out into the struggle for life. The fight was fierce, 
so fierce that Camille, in after years, never allowed himself to 
betray any disclosure relating to the vicissitudes of those years 
of apprenticeship, and one is reduced, in reconstituting the 
hcts of his early career, to glean a few slender items of 
information from his letters, which were found at his father'^s 
house. His biographers are silent on the subject of the 
period dating from 1784,^ when he entered his name at the 
bar, to 1789, the time at which the hazard of politics turned 
him into a journalist ; not even one of them has been able 
to record whether Camille lived regularly in Guise or in Paris. 

lliis silence on the part of the biographers is a source of 
considerable embarrassment to us — we who are attempting 
to write the revolutionary chronicle based on a study of the 
surroundings in which men played their parts and the topo- 
gn4>hy of the places where incidents occur — inasmuch as 
personal research has not resulted in our discovering where 
Camille resided in Paris during this period of his life. Never- 
theless, even this mystery seems to us a valuable indication of 
the sort of life which he led 'prior to] 1789. 

First of all, it is an established fact, at which nobody will be 
astonished, that he pleaded little. Destitute of acquain- 
tances, unprepossessing in appearance, affected by a difficulty of 
speech which caused him to stutter and preface all his phrases 
with oratorically displeasing " Ahems ! " he was doomed to 
remain among the anonymous crowd of briefless barristers.^ 

' As resardB this period of Camille's life, hero is the information given 
by the Journal de Verinns, which published in 1884 a series of very 
interesting articles, most probably written by M. Matton, who, with his 
brother, inherited the papers of Mile. Duplessis, who died at Vervins in 
1863 : "Camille, on September 4th, 1784, ootained his bachelor's diploma ; 
OD March 3rd, 1785, that of a licentiate : on the 7th of the same month 
he was received as an advocate at the Parliament of Paris ; and, on the 
introduction of M. Hardouin, obtained permission at the assembly of the 
f(41owing 4th of June to keep his terms. MM. Perdry, de lienisard, 
Perrin, and Forget gave him a few cases ; but he principally drew up 
petitions for the procurators at threepence halfpenny each. " 

* We have, however, information as to two cases pleaded by Camille : 
first, the Society of the Friends of the Constitution of MarseiUes, defendant, 
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On the other hand, his father, burdened with a family 
and, it seems, disapproving of the spirit of independence whidi 
impelled his son to live idly in Paris, sent him little money. 
It has been concluded from this that Camille, in order not to 
die of hunger, was reduced to copying petitions for pro- 
curators — the traditional occupation of all bachelors who 
have no other. When copying was unproductive and the 
young man, at the end of his resources, knew neither at 
what door to knock nor by what expedient to live, he doubt- 
less bent his steps towards Guise where, under the familiar 
roof, he would find, at least, board and lodging. Then, afler 
a few weeks, a little refreshed, weary of his father'^s exhorta- 
tions, fitted out afresh by his good mother, he returned to 
the road to Paris. Such, at any rate, is the indication which 
it is permissible to deduce from his letters. For instance, in 
describing to his father the opening ceremony of the States- 
General, he writes : " Even if I had cmnc to Paris merely to 
see this procession^ I should not have regretted the pilgrim- 
age.*" The fete, therefore, coincided with the conclusion 
of one of his flights to his native place. A little later, 
he shows a determination " to abandon Guise definitely"" — a 
proof that his sojourns in Paris were not yet regarded by his 
family as a definite arrangement. 

When there, where did he lodge ? The point is a difficult 
one to elucidate. One of his biographers says : " At the 
Hotel de Pologne, opposite the Hotel de Nivemais."" Be it 
so. But the old almanacks of Paris mention three H6tels de 
Pologne, situated in the Rue de THirondelle, the Rue 
Saint- Andre-des- Arcs, the Rue des Orties-du-Louvre, and a 
single Hotel de Nivemais in the Rue Saint-Jacques. The 
indication, therefore, is not very conclusive ; and, if we are 
to lodge Camille at the Pologne, it is in the hotel in the Rue 
Saint-Andr^es-Arcs that we should choose a room for him- 
There, at all events, he would be near the house of a wealthy 
citizen, M. Duplessis ; a proximity which would explain how 
it was he could see from his garret window into the comfort- 

V. Andr^, pUintiff, for slander (December, 1791) ; second, Dithurbide and a 
woman, named Beffroi, v. the Pablic Prosecutor, for a breach of the laws 
against gambling, heard before the Correctional Police Tribunal 
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aUe apartment in which a fair and amiable" child of thirteen 
lan^bed and pla]^^ 

Eveiy fine day he saw her set out for the Luxembourg 
garden and instinctively followed her in the distance. This 
picture of innocence was like a ray of sunshine across the 
gloomy path of this bohemian and sceptic, this man without 
aim in life, without hope of better days, who was already old 
though only twenty-five years of age, who felt that he was 
ill-fiivoured, knew that he was poor, threadbare, and needy, 
who had amassed at college a formidable amount of useless 
knowledge and yet was acquainted with no calling which 
would assure him his daily bread. 

He watched little Lucile running with her sister in the 
green alleys of the Luxembourg, their mother looking on and 
smiling. Camille mused. He dreamed of that calm 
happiness which he would never know, and of those tranquil 
joys which were forbidden to him. At such times he would 
have given all his science to be handsome and rich ; the rebel 
awakened in him, and he was filled with bitterness against 
the social order ; he was indignant at the servitude in which 
poverty kept him, and he returned to his garret with 
clenched fists and rage in his heart — that terrible rage of 
those whom education has made capable for all employments 
but whom pride prevents from soliciting any. 

Camille has voluntarily kept silent on the subject of this 
period of his life. He has disowned the few satires which he 
then wrote against the Court, just as he disowned his roving 
life when, in 1790, in his marriage certificate, he claimed to 
have lived in the Riie du Theatre Fran^ais (now the Rue de 
rOdt?on)ybr the Icuft sir years. We know nothing, therefore, 
of his tastes, his morals, his private life, and his habits as a 
young man. If we place reliance on what Chateaubriand 
said, his youth was not a very honourable one ; but what 

* Camille appears to have fallen in love with Mine. Duplessis before 
looking with anection upon her daughter Lucile. One must read the very 
carious documents published by M. Jules Claretie in the Journal Offidel 
for April 26th, 1S79. Amongst them is a letter from Camille to Mme. 
Duplessis, and another to M. Duplessis, containing most precious details, 
as much from the point of view of assisting us to reconstitute the young 
inan*8 life prior to 1789 as from that of his private feelings towards Lucile 
and her mother. 
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insurgent who is thrown into the furnace of Paris, comes out 
of it purified ? 

From the time of the convocation of the States-Greneral, 
Camille grasped that he was about to begin to play his part 
What was it going to be ? He knew not. But he foresaw that 
the threatening innovation reserved a compensation for him, 
and that his opportunity had come. He hastened to Guise ; 
he thought of becoming a candidate and preparing for his 
election ; he succeeded in obtaining the support of the three 
hundred electors of the bailiwick of Vermandois ; and he 
urged his father likewise to canvass for the votes of his fellow- 
citizens. A double failure ! M. Desmoulins, unmoved by 
the feverish excitement of the times, refused to be mixed up 
in politics, and Camille was defeated. He returned to Paris 
with a distressed heart, more animated than ever against 
those odious people of Guise, ^^ who are at the antipodes of 
philosophy and patriotism ...,'* but who would have been 
the greatest citizens in the world had they chosen him as a 
deputy. **One of my comrades (of Louis-le-Grand),^ he 
wrote to his father, " has been more fortunate than myself — 
De Robespierre, deputy for Arras. He had the good sense to 
plead in his province. I have seen our deputies . . . how they 
did carry their heads on high ! They had captd inter nubes and 
with reason ... I have a terrible grudge against you and your 
gravel. Why did you show so little eagerness to obtain so 
great an honour ? *" 

These letters to his father are astonishing in their naivete. 
He relates therein the incredible amount of trouble which he 
took to make himself known, hurrying first to Bailly'^s and then 
to Mirabeau'^s, " to beg to be included amongst the writers of 
the celebrated gazette recording everything which is going to 
happen at the States-General.*" He openly confesses his 
vanity and his gluttony .... for this poor fellow, who, imtil 
then, on good days had fed but scantily and in bad times not 
at all, was fond of a good meal. At the dinners to which he was 
invited he talked wittily; he was laughed at but listened 
to also. " Many people who hear me hold forth express aston- 
ishment that I was not elected a deputy, a compliment which 
flatters me beyond words.*" Behold him, now, with Mirabeau 
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at Versailles ! *^ We have become great friends ; at all events 
he calls me ^ his dear friend.'* He is continually taking me 
by the hands and giving me friendly taps with his fist ... , 
he returns to dinner with an excellent company and some- 
times with his mistress, and we drink admirable wines. I feel 
that his too delicate and over-loaded table will corrupt me. 
His Bordeaux and Maraschino are expensive, a fact which I 
vainly endeavoiur to forget, and I have the greatest difficulty 
in the world afterwards, to resume my republican austerity 
and detest the aristocrats whose crime is a liking for these 
excellent dinners."" 

His growing celebrity obtained for him these unexpected 
honours. The well-known scene in the Palais-Royal, that 
poetical inspiration to distribute — like cockades — the green 
leaves fix)m the trees of the garden, and that march which he 
made through Paris, followed by a crowd which he had just 
filled with enthusiasm and which accompanied him with 
triumphal shouts, placed him in the front rank of the enemies 
of the Court. In that mighty movement which upheaved 
France, Camille is not to be classed with the thinkers; he 
played the part of a GavToche, but, like Gavroche, he 
instinctively knew what pleased Parisians : a genius for 
theatrical effect, playful audacity, and that bitterly satirical 
eloquence which carries away the crowd. In the centre of 
that turbulent Palais-Royal he leaped on to a table, 
announced Necker''s dismissal to the idlers, pulled a pistol 
from his pocket with which to threaten imaginary spies, and 
spoke of the tocsin of St. Bartholomew — all matters which have 
an unerring effect. And that was how it happened that 
Paris fell asleep that night in the uproar of a riot which 
lasted for ten years. 

Camille, who saw the dawn of success, was exhilarated 
by the commotion made around him. He published La 
France Ubre and, almost immediately afterwards, his Discaurs 
de la lunteme aux Parians. The analysis of these two 
pamphlets is not, as one may well imagine, within our 
province. Besides, they do not assure a place among 
political men to their author. His animation was applauded 
and his witticisms raised a laugh ; but he was not taken 

9 



ROMANCES OF THE FRENCH REVOLUTION 

seriously. This Discours de la lanteme aux Parisiens does not, 
one must confess, contribute to Camille'^s glory. With the 
sole object of increasing his popularity, he tickled the 
population, already intoxicated with success, in order to make 
it laugh. What a waste of talent in attaining this pitiful 
end ! ^^ His shaft flies when he wishes and it strikes where 
he wishes. He aims at the nobles, at the priests, at the 
conquered, at the wounded, and at the dead.*" The dignity 
of his pen mattered little provided he was talked 
about. 

He attained his object. Soon he could write to his 
father : ^^ I have made a name ; I begin to hear people say : 

* There is a pamphlet by Desmoulins ; ' they no longer say : 

* by an author named Desmoulins ; "* " and he sent the old 
man "two newspapers, in which,*' he says, "I am highly 
praised.*" But glory did not enrich him. " You will oblige 
by sending me some shirts and two pairs of sheets ; I thought 
that you would not have refused to assist me with five to six 
louis, and that you would take into consideration the 
knavery which I have suffered at the hands of my book- 
sellers.'' 

M. Desmoulins, from the depth of his stem province, 
judged coldly his son's pamphlets, which, far from the ex- 
citement of Paris, seemed dreadful appeals to massacre. 
The general opinion at Guise was that Camille had " gone 
to the bad;" and the inhabitants commiserated his "poor 
parents'" in that enraptured tone of compassion whidi is 
peculiar to small towns. Be that as it may, the father did 
not reply. 

Camille, at the last extremity, addressed a fresh and urgent 
appeal as follows : " All the newspapers have praised me 
immoderately. . . . This celebrity adds still more to my natu- 
ral shame in disclosing my needs. I do not dare even to 
reveal them to M. Mirabeau. Truly you show extreme in- 
justice towards me. You see that, in spite of my enemies and 
detractors, I have been able to make a place for myself among 
writers, patriots, and men of character. . . . The sensation 
caused by my works has brought my creditors upon me, and 
they have left me nothing. . . . Since you receive your revenues 
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at this time I beg you to send me six louis. I should like to 
profit, at a time when I have a reputation, by furnishing an 
apartment and matriculating in a district. Will you be so 
cruel as to refuse me a bed and a pair of sheets ? Am I with- 
out fortxuie and without kindred? Is it true that I have 
neither &ther nor mother P For six years past I have not had 
what is necessary. Be candid, have you even put me in a 
position not to have to pay the exorbitant rental of furnished 
rooms ? Oh ! what a bad policy yours has been to send me 
two louis at a time, and with which I have never been able to 
solve the problem of having furniture and a permanent resi- 
dence. And when I think that my fortune depended on my 
residence ! that with a residence I should have been president, 
commander of a district, representative of the Commune of 
Paris, instead of being only a ^ distinguished writer.** ... It 
has been easier for me to cause a revolution and to convulse 
FiBnoe than to obtain from my father, once for all, a sum of 
fifty louis. What a man you are. . . . You have not even 
known how to know me ; you have everlastingly slandered me, 
everlastingly called me a prodigal, a spendthrift, — and I was 
anything but that. I have longed my whole life for a perma- 
nent residence, and after lea\'ing Guise and the paternal home, 
you wished that I should have no other abode in Paris than 
an hotel. And I am thirty years of age ! You have always told 
me that I have other brothers. Yes, but there is this 
difference between us, that nature gave me wings, and that my 
brothers could :notj feel, like myself, the continual needs 
which boiuid me to the earth. . . . Send nie a bed if you 
are unable to buy one for nie here. Can you refuse me a 
bed ? . . . I have a reputation in Paris ; I am consulted in 
important matters, and am invited out to dinner. . . . The 
only thing I lack is a permanent residence. Assist me, I beg 
of you ; send me six louis or a bed ! ^ 

M.^Desmoulins allowed himself at last to be convincetl ; he 
sent money to his son, who rented a room in the Rue du 
Theatre-Fran9ais and founded his newspaper. Revolutions de 
France et de Brabant, With his mischievous wit, the style of 
an erudite vaudevilHst, and the joyousness of a lettered gaming 
he treated the most serious subjects in brilliant and smart 
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language, full of surprises and amusing witticisms. From a 
literary point of view, this publication is a masterpiece. But 
what a terrible responsibility did it not incur ? His coarse 
vehemence was*directed against ever3rthing ; his pitiless irony 
undermined, hustled, overturned, destroyed, was implacable. 
. . . The Terror might well follow after Camille. He had 
laughed at so many victims beforehand that they would in- 
spire no further pity ! 



What a revenge was that immanent justice which presides 
over human events preparing ! This pamphleteer, so proud of 
his striking success — this mfant terrible of the Revolution, 
whose laughter crumbled the Bastille into ruins and caused 
the royalty to totter, wa to meet in his path a power against 
which he was powerless to struggle: the fair child whom 
formerly, when an idle dreamer, he watched under the trees of 
the Luxembourg. 

Chance had sometimes brought them together. Introduced 
to the Duplessis family by his friend Freron, Camille first of 
all visited the household (where, however, he was happy) at 
fairly long intervals. M. Duplessis, the son of a working 
man, had raised himself by his industry to the position of head 
clerk at the Controle des Finances ; he was a money-loving 
man, but without conceit and easy to approach. His wife was 
still young, pretty, good-humoured, and unceremonious ; 
their two children, Annette and Lucile, appeared intelligent 
and affectionate. In summer the whole family spent Sunday 
at Bourg-la-Reine, where M. Duplessis owned a fairly large 
estate. Freron and Camille were sometimes invited. The 
family and friends had luncheon under the trees, ran about in 
the long grass, and drank milk at the farm; held uncon- 
strained and mirthful fetes in the open air such *as only 
Parisians understand. They returned late at night in a 
cart. 

At one of these gatherings, Camille, who until then had no 
suspicion of his feelings, perceived that Lucile had suddenly 
beoime a young woman. " He had left her a child ; when he 
found her again she was disquieting."" That day high spirits 
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w€ie lacking at Bourg-la-Reine, and by this sign Camille dis- 
covered that he was in love.^ 

The situation was a tragic one. The poor fellow had 
nothing, and Ludle was wealthy. She was adorably pretty ; 
he had a bilious complexion, hard and irregular features, 
a grimacing mouth, and, in his face, that indelible mark 
which is left by poverty. Nevertheless, he loved her ! 
Isolation, disappointments, pride, and independence had 
made ready his empty heart for some violent passion. He 
strove against it, but without conviction. Growing bolder, 
he confessed his love to Lucile, whose downcast eyes and 
blushing cheeks were an eloquent answer. 

She was a little romantic, was Lucile ; and we possess some 
strange pages of hers — accounts of glowing reveries and agitated 
appeals to the " Etre des Etres ; *" for, unknown to her parents, 
she wrote at night when she had gone to bed. ^^A light 
and an extinguisher are on my bed. If I hear a noise I put 
it out.'' What singular disclosures she makes to this little 
notebook in which she records her thoughts: "I do not 
love ! When shall I love then ? It is said that everybody 
must love. Shall I then be eighty before I love ? I am made 
of marble. Ah ! how strange life is ! *" 

Camille's confession lit the fire so well prepared, and the 
result was a conflagration. " I dare not confess to myself 
my feelings towards you ; I am absorbed in disguising them. 

^ Camille bad formerly shown an intention to marry — when she was a 
raitable age — his first cousin, Flore Godard, who was nine years younger 
than himself. But the project was several times opposed by the Godard 
family, "because of Camille's political opinions ana the dangers to the 
darabillty and happiness of this union which were to be anticipated." 

Rose Flore Am^lie Gk)dard was the daughter of Joseph Godard (1732- 
1806) and Marie Rose Briseux (1731-1807). She was bom at Wi^ge 
(Aiane) on January 23rd, 1769. On August Ist, 1792, she married there 
Charles Anne Tarrieux de Taillan, and on September 5th, 1830, became a 
widow. She died on February 2nd, 1842. 

Lucile was aware that Camille loved his cousin and was jealous of her. 
A letter from Camille to his father, dated July 9th, 1793, contains these 

lines : *' You complain that I do not write to you Lucile is so 

frightened that I shall be seized with a desire to embrace you that she 
would be alarmed if she saw me writing ; so I am taking advantage of the 
office provided by the Committee of War, of which I have been made 
secretary, to write to you freely without her seeing over my shoulder that 
I am writing to Guise. I imagine that the cause of her anxiety is the 
reooUection of ktm, coutin who has been mentioned to her.'* 
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You say you suffer. Oh! but I suffer more. Your image 
is unceasingly in my mind ; it never leaves me. I look for 
imperfections in you, find them, and love them. Tell me, 
then, the reason for all these conflicts ? why I love to keep 
them a secret, even to my mother ? I wi^ that she knew, 
that she guessed ; but I do not like to tell her.^ 

Mme. Duplessis, however, soon became the confidant of the 
lovers. Her husband, unpoetical in temperament, flatly 
refused to give his consent — like the true aristocratic father 
on the stage — when consulted in his tiun ; he would not 
think of a penniless gazetteer without prospects as a son-in- 
law. His opposition lasted for a long time; but finally — 
in conformity with traditional ending of all plajrs — ^he 
allowed the much desired ^ yes ^ to be wrung from him. 

It was on December 11th, 1790. Good Mme. Duplessis, 
weeping the while, told CamiUe the news. He approached 
Lucile ; but, overcome with emotion, she fled to her room. 
He followed her, threw himself on his knees, and murmured 

that he loved her Astonished to hear her laugh, he 

raised his eyes. . . . She was sobbing bitterly, and yet laugh- 
ing in the midst of her tears. .... Then, his heart melting, 
Camille took his fianck^a hands, hid his face in them, and 
wept with her, for joy and love. 



II 

If there be any satisfaction in furnishing one''s house, I 
imagine that nobody must have felt it so much as this 
Bohemian journalist, who for the past ten years had lived in 
furnished lodgings in the Latin Quarter, and who, never 
having possessed more than two louis at a time, had long since 
abandoned the dream of having a home of his own. He sud- 
denly found himself in possession of a fabulous fortune, Lucile 
having brought him a dowry of jfc*4,000. . . . What pleasure 
there was in playing the citizen, buying the furniture, and 
renting an apartment! Camille chose his residence in his 
favourite quarter, in that Hue du Theatre-Franfais — ^not 
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eatirely built in three days — where there were only fine new 
houses. But what was its ezact»position ? That was a little 
problem in Parisian topography which was not easy of solution. 

About 1850, M. Victorien Sardou, who at that time had 
hardly left college and was not yet the applauded author of 
Ptdies de Mauchcj became firiendly with an old Parisian, 
who went by the name of ^ Petit P^ie ^ Lenoir. 

With M. Sardou, the plajrwright was preceded by the 
historical investigator, and at that time, when nobody 
thought of questioning the already rare survivors of the 
Revolution, he endeavoured to discover them, converse with 
them, and note down their narratives. The reminiscences of old 
people, it has been said, are a portion of a heritage which 
they ought to hand down during their lifetime. M. Sardou 
was aware of this, and has thus been able to amass a treasury 
of those minor &cts and ^^ things seen "^ which are not to be 
found in books. 

Pere Lenoir lived on the ground floor of an old hoase in 
the Rue du Paon, which was swept away at the time of the 
opening of the Boulevard Saint Germain — a strange dwelling, 
such as can hardly be found nowadays, with a semicircular 
courtyard, at the comer of which, behind dependent buildings, 
rose one of the subsisting towers of the wall of Philip 
Augustus. At that time Lenoir was an acute and jovial old 
man, an agreeable talker, and an assiduoas attendant of the 
lectures at the Sorbonne and the College de France. He 
possessed a valuable Ubrary, and M. Victorien Sardou ran- 
sacked both the worthy man's books and his recollections. 
They often went out together, and, walking through the 
quarter, which was not yet altered by new streets, Lenoir related 
the past. Every house in the old district of the Cordeliers, 
which he had inhabited for sixty years, had its story for hiui. 
He had not left Paris during the Revolution ; curious about 
men and things, he had seen everything and seen it well, in 
the character of an onlooker who is diverted by cataclysms ; 
he had even beheld Robespierre, known Danton, and conversed 
with De Batz. 

One day, when Lenoir was passing in front of the Odeon, 
accompanied by his yoimg friend he pointed to the third floor 
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windows of a house at the corner of the square and the Rue 
CrAillon. 

^^Look,^ he said, *^that is where Camille Desmoulins 
lived" 

M. Sardou never afterwards crossed the square without 
raising his eyes to those windows and without thinking of poor 
Camille. Now, some twenty years ago, a tablet commemora- 
tive of the sojourn of Camille Desmoulins was put up ; but, 
instead of placing it at the comer of the Rue Crebillon, it was 
fixed on the house opposite, above the Cafi^ Voltaire. As one 
may well imagine, nobody raised an objection ; for a tablet is a 
solemn, official thing ; in a sense, it is the L^on of Honour 
of a house, and one must be very sure of oneself to protest 
against so flattering an honour. . . . Nevertheless, M. Sardou 
had his doubts. 

It is far from my wish to incriminate the Commission des 
Inscriptions Parisiennes, which undertook to " decorate " this 
house ; for I know with what science and precaution it 
carries out its work, and doubt was permissible between the 
two houses. In fact, according to the proch-T^erbal of IjacHe^ 
arrest, we know officially only one thing — i.e. that the 
Desmoulins^ household occupied ^^ the third floor of the house 
of Citizen Labretiniere, Place du Th^atre-Fran9ais.'' Did 
Labretiniere own the house on the right or that on the left? 
The whole question rested on that The Commission entered 
upon an inquiry, examined thie title-deeds, and came to the 
conclusion that Labretiniere was the owner of both hautei. 
One of them — ^better designated than the other by traditioo 
— was chosen, and the tablet was affixed. Better could not 
have been done, nor more either. 

It is always by chance that these little problems of Parisian 
topography are solved. When recently examining a number 
of manuscripts with which M . Georges Cain, the amiable curator 
of the Mus^ Camavalet, had just enriched his collection, 
my attention was attracted to a small book of notes signed 
Devise. Devise, who was a student in Paris about 18S8, had 
become acquainted with one of his compatriots of the Aiane, 
M. Matton, a writer on the staffs of £a Tribune and Le Natumaly 
who, as a relative of Desmouhns, had sought and discovered 
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in Paris Mme. Laridon-Duplessis, Camille^s mother-in-law, 
and was seised with a warm affection for her. At the end of 
18S4» Mme. Duplessis, her daughter AdMe, and M. Matton 
lived together in a gromid floor apartment, to which there 
was a garden, in a little Rue de la Montagne-Sainte- 
Genevieve. 

Devise visited at his friend'^s house, and often received 
interesting disclosures from Mme. Duplcssis^ own mouth. 
After forty years^ mourning, the poor woman'^s thoughts dwelt 
on her happy dap. She was incessantly speaking of her 
Lucile. ** Her eyes were not blue,*" she said, " but black like 
her father^s. It was I who drove Camille and Lucile in my 
carriage, a few days before their marriage, to the Cordeliers, 
where a Father confessed them one after the other — first of all 
Camille, and then LucUe, who awaited her tium at the other 
side of the confessional. They confessed with such confidence 
and ingenuousness that I could hear everything. . . . *" 

And later : — 

^CamiOe lived with Lttcile at 1, Rtie du TTiidtre-Franfais, now 
S8, Rue de TOdion, They were on the third floor, and their 
windows looked into the Rue Crebillon. Before her marriage, 
Lucile lived almost opposite in a second floor apartment 
of a house (now 22) in the Rue de Conde with her father, 
mother, and sister Adele. Camille could easily see her 
from his windows. Some time ago, a house was built in the 
Rue Crebillon opposite the one occupied by Camille, and it 
now prevents one seeing that in which M. and Mme. Duplessis 
lived." 

This is again irrefutable testimony. No. 1, Rue du 
Th^tre Fran9ais became, in 1834, 38, Rue de TOd^n ; it is 
now No. 22. The establishment of the fact is of the simplest. 
iL Sardou was right, and " Petit Pere ^ Lenoir did not 
mislead him. On the other hand, the tablet is wrong ; but 
that is an error which is as excusable as it is easy to remedy. 

The apartment which served as a framework for Camille's 
toider passion was, then, on the third floor of the Rue 
Crebillon, at the comer of the square. 

How living this idyl has remained in this quiet and still 
unaltered comer ! Here, in the Rue de Conde, is the old iron 
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balcony from which Lucile sent kisses to her neighbour 
opposite ; here are the windows of the apartment from which 
Cainille watched the charming girl whom he had loved so long. 

The day on which Mile. Duplessis married the journalist, 
the quarter was in a flutter of excitement The neighbours, 
standing at the doors, watched the cabs bringing the 
witnesses, each of whom was carefully pointed out. That 
one was Potion ; the other, Sillery ; that was Mercier, the 
author of the Tableau de Paris ; and there went Robespierre. 
During the service the two last named held the canopy over 
the heads of the newly married couple ; and a recollection is 
yet retained of the fright of Vicar Gueudeville on seeing all 
these names — already celebrated and feared — ^ranged in the 
parish raster when, at the conclusion of the nuptial 
benediction, they signed the marriage certificates in that 
admirable sacristy of Saint Sulpice still wainscoted with the 
panels which Lucile'^s white dress has brushed. 

Then, by way of the Rue de Cond^ they went towards 
the Place du Theatre Fran9ais. The wedding dinner was 
given at Camille^s. A large round table had been laid, at 
which the four witnesses, Camille and Lucile, the parents of 
the bride, her sister Adele, whose hand had been asked in 
marriage by Robespierre, and the Abb^ Berardier, the old 
master of the College of Louis-le-Grand, for whom Camille 
retained an affectionate recognition, — ten persons in all, — 
took their seats. 

A waif of happy days, this table, quite worm-eaten now, and 
barely supported by its four massive mahogany l^s, still exisU 
in an attic at Vervins. Other relics are preserved at La<Hi : 
the white waistcoat, worked in flowers, which Camille wore 
that day ; Lucile^s wedding veil, her pink satin bodice with 
little beusques and narrow sleeves, and her silk garter, embroi* 
dered with forget-me-nots and joined hearts, on which doves 
are placing a crown bearing the motto : 

Unisson (nc)-noa8 -pour-la- vie. 

How touching these things are with their air of departed 
gaiety and the tender charm of the love recollections whidi 
they evoke ! 
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And what pleasant evenings Camille spent in his home 
with Ludle! On what terms of amiable intimacy he was 
with his new kinsfolk ! Youth made a tardy but triumphant 
entry into his souL So great was his astonishment to find 
himself happy and loved, the possessor of a home of his own 
and trust in the future, that his passion was already less 
scourging. His paper still i^peared ; he still scoffed ; 
but it seemed as tiK>u^ the passionate sincerity of early 
numbers had given place to mere literary craft. — *^ Tu dors, 
Camille, et Paris est esdave!^ wrote a versifier. But 
Camille did not sleep — he loved, and however brilliant his 
reputation as a writer might be in this year 1791, which 
unfolded a prospect of happy days, his ambition was no 
longer the same. Moreover, he has himself confessed it in the 
words: ^It is not the weathercock but the wind which 
turns ; "* and that bitter wind which, until then, had blown 
on him with the force of a hurricane had then changed into 
a calm zephir laden with delicate odours. 

On the first appearance of fine weather, Camille and his 
wife and parents-in-law again turned to the country. 
Historians, disdainful of these little details, believed that 
Duplcssis** house at Bourg-la-Reine, which was the scene 
of the tenderest chapters of Camille'*s story, was so lost, for- 
gotten, and undiscoverable that not one has taken the 
trouble to point out its site. The search tempted me, and 
although Mme. Duplessis, after the crash of 1794, had 
decided to sell her estate, I knew for certain that at the time 
of the Restoration she had not yet found a purchaser. A 
little patience, therefore, was all that was necessary to 
discover, in the administrative documents of that period, the 
description of *^tbe house, farm, vine, meadows, cultivated 
land and garden, containing an area of twenty-one hectares, 
belonging to Mme. Duplessis.'*^ The communal plans 
annexed to the deeds supplied me with a most complete 
topography of the property, which was then reconstituted 
on paper. But what remained of it in reality ? Was a 
disappointment in store for me on \dsiting Bourg-la-Reine ? 
Had Lucile^s farm been replaced by one of those hideous 
plaster constructions which seem to be a specialitv of the 
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outskirts of Paris? No. The property has been divided, 
but it is little disfigured ; ^ it is almost as it was a hundred 
years ago, skirting the right-hand side of the road from Paris, 
just at the entrance to the village. 

The farm is situated at the end of a long waU, and is 
picturesque and rural with its cart-gateway, its two posts 
surmounted by stone balls, its rustic courtyard where the old 
bucket and chain well displays a worn well-curb, its stable, 
and its cow-shed — all of small proportions, resembling 
rather the model farm at Trianon than buildings for agri- 
cultural purposes. The bam opens on to the enclosure, 
which is still surrounded by the old wall of yore, and barely 
touched by the railway line. Fowls pick for food under 
a barrow resting against the bole of a walnut-tree, washing 
is drying on the hedge, tracks, full of ruts made by carts, 
stra^le through the oats, and an ancient rabbit hutdi, 
constructed of moss-grown planks, in a comer, seems to have 
been forgotten since the happy days when Lucile, carrying a 
feed of clover, gravely fed " her animals."*' Here is the low 
room where Freron slept. On sunny mornings Camille came 
to lean on this window-sill, while his wife was busying about 
the farm, making the coffee, calling the fowls, burdened with 
labours not one of which she finished, *^ labouring like a 
fairy, spitting like a cat,^ bustling about, taking her duties 
as a farmer^s wife seriously, disdaining the playful banter 
of Camille and Freron, who imitated her favourite phrases — 
"What does that matter to me ? IVs as clear as day *" — until, 
exasperated, she ran af^r them, throwing at their heads her 
whole stock of thyme with which, " with her dimpled hands,^ 
she filled their mouths to silence them : " Here, Bouli- 
Boula, eat ; eat, Hon-Hon ! "" 

" Bouli-Boula "" was Freron, " Hon-Hon ^ was Camille, whom 
she had thus nicknamed because of his stuttering. All these 
laughing grown-up children who frolicked in the midst of 
nature had sobriquets, M me. Duplessis being " Daronne ^ ' and 
Lucile " Loulou ^ or else " Poule k Cachan,'' in remembrance of 

> Some time since, however, a road was made through the endotars 
and now separates the farm from the house, 
s ** Daronne " is a slang word for " Patronne.*' 
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a fowl which Camille and Lucile, when passing through the 
village of Cachan saw defending itself against a cock. How 
all these things, the archness of which vanishes before the 
tragic dinouemefU of the idyl, — how all these things 
merrily ring of love, youth, joy of life, exuberancy, and happi- 



A double row of trimmed lindens bordered — and still 
border — ^the garden which was planted with large trees and 
undivided from the remainder of the enclosure by any barrier. 
At the north comer of the estate M. Duplessis had built a 
small but comfortable house, where the young married couple 
lived; and although the commonplaceness of modem 
el^ance has set its mark on this agreeable house, the recol- 
lection of Camille and Lucile seems to meet us there every 
step we take. We see them, walking side by side, in the 
linden alley, amid the pleasant darkness of the greenery ; they 
sat on these stone benches, now green and moss-covered ; and 
along this footpath, at supper-time, they reached the farm, 
whilst night was coming on, convolvuluses and honeysuckle 
gave forth their delicate and enchanting scent, and birds sang 
in the depths of the chestnut trees. 

Camille was happy during the whole of this year 1791 . " I 
will say only one word about my wife,*" he wrote later. " I 
have always believed in the immortality of the soul ; but my 
household has been so happy that I fear having received my 
reward on earth, and lost the conclusive proof of immortal- 
ity ! *" Observe, too, how happiness made the man indulgent. 
In the summer of 1791 he stopped the publication of hi.- 
paper ; for since he had lived in ease he considered the Revo- 
lution at an end and announced his determination to resume 
work at the bar. His son was bom,^ and he desired a calm, 

'**... And \L, too, have a child ! My only wish is that he will one 
day love me as much as I love my father." [Letter from Camille to his 
/o/A^r, Julv 9th, 1792.) 

Horace lAesmonlins was bom at nine o'clock in the morning on July 6th. 
He was the first to be entered in the Paris register of births, which 
saperseded the parish registers. At the end of the declaration, Camille had 
written on the certificate the following promises, in which again appears 
the raUing pamphleteer of La /Vance /tore : ". . . As religious freedom 
has been decreed oy the Constitution, and as, by a decree of the liCgislative 
Anembly relative to the manner of establishing the civil state of citizens 
otherwise than by religious ceremonies, an altar ought to be raised in each 
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assured, and peaceful future. Nevertheless, when the Re- 
public was proclaimed and Danton, a minister, appointed him 
secretary-general to the Chancellerie, — when, on Lucile^s arm, 
he entered the solemn ministry in the Place Vendome, this un- 
hoped-for stroke of good luck resuscitated the Camille of 
former days. He brightened up and exulted. ** Behold 
me living in the palace of the Maupeous and De Lamoignons,^ 
he writes to his father. ^* In spite of all your predictions that 
I should never do anything, I am raised to the topmost rung 
of the ladder attainable by one of our profession. . . . How 
the people of Guise, so full of envy, hatred, and petty passions, 
will burst with bitterness to-day ! " 

This effusion of pride outlasted his glory. He thought to 
make good his popularity by excusing the September massacres, 
voting for the death of the King, and siding with the adver- 
saries of the Girondins. It was only at the trial, on hearing 
the conviction of Brissot and his friends, that he entered, like 
Saul, on the road^to Damascus. " It is I who have killed them," 
he exclaimed ; " I shall never forgive myself.^ This portion 
of his life belongs to historians of his political career, and we 
intentionally pass it over in silence. Indeed, Camille'^s stoiy 
approaches its end, the supreme and majestic catastrophe of 
which has been summed up by Chateaubriand in the few words : 
" A young and charming woman, in awakening his heart to 
love, made him capable of virtue and sacrifice.*" Yes ; this 
terrible gamin^ this " scapegrace of literature,^ this Bohemian 
pamphleteer, was to die a victim of that Revolution which he 
had let loose. Once more he threw himself into the fray; 
but this time to enter on a hand-to-band struggle vrith the 
Terror, to brave the scaffold, and to place Robespierre in the 
pillory of his Vieux Cordelier. In so doing, he knew that he 
was risking his life. One day, when having luncheon together, 
his friend Brune did not conceal his fears from him. But 

municipality on which a father, accompanied by two witnesses, oan ofler 
his children to the country ; the person present, wishing to use the pro> 
visions of the law and desiring to spare himself, some day, on the part of 
his son, the reproach of having bound him by oath to religions opiniooi 
which he coula not yet hold and made him enter on life with ao iooon* 
sequent choice between the nine hundred and odd religions which dindi 
mankind, at a time when he could not even distinguish his mother, < 
quently . . . etc." {Journal de Vervins, 18S4.) 
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Lucile was proud of her husband, and said : ^^Let him alone, 
Brune ! Let him fulfiLhis mission ! He must save his country ! ^ 
And Camille, embracing at one and the same time his wife, 
tenderly bent over him, and his son Horace, who was sitting 
on his knees, added philosophically : ^ Edamus et bibamus, 
eras enim moriemur.^ 

At times, poor Lucile, also, was frightened, and would 
have liked to see her CamiUe surrounded by friends. For 
the past eight months Fr^ron had been before besi^ed 
Toulon, and she cried to him for help. ** Return Freron, 
return quickly. Bring with you all the old Cordeliers you 
can find ; for we have most urgent need of them ; . . . the 
wild thyme is quite ready ; I have gathered it amidst a thou- 
sand cares. I no longer laugh, no longer act the kitten, no 
longer play my piano, no longer dream ; I am nothing but a 
machine . . . return, return quickly ! . . . ^ 

The end had now come, dark days were foreshadowed, and 
misfortune was about to fall on this happy family. On 
March 20th (1794) Camille received a black-edged letter 
from Guise. . . . He opened it. M . Desmoulins announced 
that his wife had just died. " Your mother is no more, she 
died to-day at noon.- She loved you tenderly. I embrace 
most affectionately and very sadly your wife — my dear 
daughter-in-law — and little Horace.*" Camille wept. His 
elbows on the table and his face buried in his hands, be sobbed 
a long while, seeing again the quiet house at Guise now in 
mourning; he remained there for hours buried in reverie; 
night had fallen. Lucile, in the next room, was stretched on 
her bed, near her chiWs cradle, overcome by fatigue, and 
asleep. Suddenly, the measured tread of a patrol broke the 
silence of the street. Camille started, rose, opened the win- 
dow and leaned out. . . . The soldiers had stopped at his 
door. He rushed to his wife, crying : " They have come to 
arrest me ! *" Rudely awakened, Lucile hardly understood. 
She clasped him in her arms and pressed him to her breast to 
protect him ; but he disengaged himself from that last kiss, 
bent over little Horace^s cradle, embraced him, and himself 
went down to open the door to the agents of the Com- 
mittee. In the twinkling of an eye he was surrounded, 
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bound like a malefactor, and conveyed to the Luxembouig 
prison. 

Never do I pass the corner of the peristyle of the Oddon 
without thinking of the last look which Camille, as he was 
dragged along by the soldiers, cast from that spot at the 
house where he had lived in happiness. His whole past 
flashed before him there during a moment of poignant 
anguish. At the open window, standing out on the luminous 
background of the room, he saw the silhouette of Lucile who— 
half-naked, convulsed with sobs, her arms stretched towards 
him — called to him, cried to him " Farewell ! ^ He heard her 
still when turning the comer of the Rue de Vaugirard ; then 
the voice was lost in the distance. . . . Death was in sight. 

The window of his prison-cell looked on the Luxembouig 
garden where, ten years before, he had seen Lucile plajring as 
a child. What thoughts must have rent his heart when he 
recalled those departed joys ! Who has not read the sublime 
letters which he wrote in prison to his wife ? What poem 
contains a more heartrending cry of despair and love ? " Sleep 
has eased my troubles. One is free when asleep . . . Heaven 
has had pity on me. But a moment ago, I saw you in a 
dream, and embraced you one by one — you, Horace, and 
Daronne, who was at the house. But our little one had lost 
an eye through a disease which had just attacked it, and the 
sorrow occasioned by this accident awakened me. I found 
myself again in my cell. Day was breaking ... I arose to 
write to you. But, on opening my windows, the solitude, the 
horrible bars, the bolts which separated me from you overcame 
all my strength of soul. I broke into tears, or rather I 
sobbed while crying in my tomb : Lucile ! Lucile ! Oh, my dear 
Lucile, where art thou ? . . . . Farewell, my Lolotte, * mon 
bon loup,** and say farewell to my father ; for I see the fate 
which awaits me. ... Oh ! my dear Lucile, I was bom to 
compose verses, to defend the unfortunate, and to make you 
happy. . . . Pardon, dear friend, my real life, which I lost the 
instant they separated us . . . my Lucile, my good Loulou, 
^ ma Poule k Cachan,^ I entreat you not to remain on your 
roost, not to call to me ; for your cries would torture me in the 
depths of my tomb. Scratch for your little one, live for my 
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HoiBoe, and speak to him of me. You must tell him, what 
he cannot comprehend, that I should have loved him desurly ! 
In spite of suffering, I believe there is a Grod. My blood will 
eSace my faults, the weaknesses of humanity ; and all the good 
in me — my virtues and love of liberty — God will reward. I 
shall see you again some day. Farewell, Loulou, my life, my 
soul, my divinity on earth. Farewell, Lucile, my Lucile, my 

deajT Lucile Farewell, my father. I feel that the shores of 

life are slipping away from me. I still see Lucile ! I see her, 
my well beloved, my Lucile ! My bound hands embrace you, 
and my separated head still rests its dying eyes upon you."^ 

On April 5th, 1794, Camille died in the midst of the 
joyous acclamation of the people who had so much adulated 
him. A week later, it was Lucile^s turn. She went to the 
scafibld courageously. At the very moment her hair was 
being cut, bdTore her hands were bound, she wrote these 
touching words to her mother : " Good-night, my dear 
mamma. A tear runs from my eyes. It is for you. I am 
going to sleep in the calm of innocence.'" Camille''8 father 
died of grief at Guise ; M. Duplessis survived his daughter by 
only a few days ; his widow was doomed to weep alone and to 
live for her grandson, who had no one but her in the world. 
She brought up Horace Desmoulins, who in 1817 embarked 
for Haiti, where he died in 1825, leaving two daughters, 
one called Camille and the other Lucile, who, quite recently, 
were still living. Both of them widows, they were reduced to 
poverty, and an attempt was made, a few years ago, to interest 
the Government and the Chambers in their situation. But 
the application was without result, and I believe that one of 
them is now dead. 

But let us return to the Place de TOdeon. When the 
commemorative marble tablet receives its final place on 
Camille^s house, could not a brief inscription also be put up 
between those windows of the Rue de Conde whence Lucile sent 
so many kisses to her betrothed ? Is not the memory 
of the charming woman whose story was the idyl of the Revo- 
lution worth recalling within a few yards of the Luxembourg, 
where her heart expanded with love and whence she set out to 
meet her death ? 
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MADEMOISELLE DE ROBESPIERRE 

On recently perusing, at a notary'^s in the Toumelle 
quarter, a seventy-year-old file of papers I came across the 
will of Robespierre"*s sister. It read as follows : — 

" Wishing to make known my feelings towards the memory 
of my eldest brother, before paying to Nature the tribute 
which all mortals owe her, I dedare that I have ever known 
him to be a man full of virtue. I protest against all the letters 
contrary to his honour which have been attributed to me, 
and, desiring to dispose of what I shall leave at my death, 
I appoint MUe. Reine Louise Victoire Mathon as my sole 
heir. 

" Written by my hand, in Paris, on February 6th, 1828. 
" Marie Marguerite Charlotte de Robespierre.*^ * 

These lines were written in a firm, round, masculine hand, 
without hesitation or mis-spelling ; and pinned to the paper 
was its envelope, the seals of which were broken by the 
notary on August 1st, 1834, the day when Charlotte died. 
I thought this cry of protest very touching — this cry uttered, 
so long after Thermidor, by an old maid li\'ing wholly 
engrossed in her sorrow, traversing the storms of our history 
without observing or forgetting anything, finding her indig- 
nation, after half a century, as deep-rooted as at first and 
expressing it in that special style which seems like an ancient 
perfume of the discourse to the " Etre supreme.^ 

This led me to read those astonishing memoirs found in 
manascript at her house and published by a belated Robes- 
pierrist about the end of 1834. Ah ! in what tender colours 

> Archives of Me. Daachez, notary in Paris, 37 Qnai de la Toumelle. 
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which they had undertaken. The Bishop of Arras was con- 
cerned at their situation, so Charlotte, — and her sister Henri- 
ette, who died young, — were admitted on his recommendation 
to the M anarres^ charity home, at Toumai, which was under 
the management of a Jesuit Father.^ The poor children 
there were fed and clothed for a period of nine months ; they 
were taught to read, write, sew, and make lace ; and on leav- 
ing they were supplied with clothes " suitable to their station.**^ 
The girls being thus provided for, Dom Briois d^ulluch, 
the Abb^ of Saint- Waast, was induced to take an interest in 
Maximilien and his brother Augustin. The elder obtained 
a scholarship at the college of Louis-le-GrEmd ; the younger 
was sent to Douai until he also could be admitted to the 
great Parisian school. Several years thus passed by. It was 
not until the end of 1781 that Charlotte and her two brothers 
were reunited at Arras, where, in that house in the Rue des 
Rapporteurs which is still pointed out, they had a household 
in common. Their resources were meagre. In right of their 
mother, the two Robespierres possessed an annuity of only 
<jP16, and Charlotte an equal amount. But the advocate^s 
office producing little, their capital was broken into and 
quickly swallowed up. Not a penny of it remained in 1789. 
Maximilien''s election to the States General and his establish- 
ment in Paris, when — after the Constituent Assembly — ^he 
was appointed public prosecutor, necessitated fresh sacrifices. 
At her brother\s request, and in spite of the predictions of 
her aged aunts, who were alarmed at the future, Charlotte 
alienated her modest patrimony, and even handed over to 
Maximilien a sum of <£^40, which she had saved penny by 
penny, and six silver forks and spoons rescued from the dis- 
aster. In retimi the ." Incorruptible *" undertook never to 
abandon his sister,^ and, in fact, Charlotte left Arras, as soon 

* Paris' " La Jeunesse de Robeapierre." 

^ ** I know that the Robespierres, in right of their mother, had only £16 
a year. Their father, who had abandon^ them, died in hospital at . ... 
Well, the two brothers, after finishing their studies at Louis-le-Grand, 
sold the capital and their income to mamtaiu themselves. Their sister — 
generous and imprudent — also sold on their behalf, notwithstanding 
an aunt's prediction, the capital of her annuity of £16, when it was a 
question of assisting them to come to Paris."— (7u/roy, member qf the 
CammiUee qfthe SiireU g4nirale to hia colleagues . . . (Archives natioaales, 
F', dossier Charlotte Robespierre). 
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is Robespierre there portrayed ! What sensibility and 
amiaUe resignation he shows ! Florian^s heroes are Tiberiuses 
compared with him. Every line praises the sweetness of his 
character, the purity of his heart, his equable temper, or the 
simplicity of his manners. He reared little birds ... he 
wept over the death of a pigeon, and, on one occasion, when 
a judge at the Arras tribunal, we see him renouncing his 
duties in order not to pronounce sentence of death. The 
idea of sending a man to the scaffold is insupportable 
to him! 

How bitter, therefore, was his sister^s despair when she 
learnt that wicked men were making an attempt on Maxi- 
milien'*s life. ^ Drowned in sorrow, I counted life as nought, 
and should have welcomed death as a blessing . . J* What 
tragic imprecations she heaps on the ^cowardly Ther- 
midorians ! ^ Charlotte wrote this idyllic narrative between 
1827 and 18S0, and people imagine her weeping for her 
well-beloved brother during forty years, suffering on account 
of the admiration which his memory inspired, and continually 
repeating : " Ah ! if he had only lived ! ^ 

Well, her tale must be toned down. Had Robespierre 
lived, it is probable Charlotte would have written nothing. 
Certain pages in the record-office, buried away in the jumble 
of documents of the revolutionary police, throw some doubt 
on the sincerity of her regrets. These old files of the 
Surete generale are cniel in their indiscretion; for they 
reveal people destitute of that theatrical make-up which 
is indispensable, it appears, to history. Mile, de Robespierre 
did not imagine, doubtless, that the refutation of the 
romance, by means of which she hoped to deceive posterity, 
would, some day, be sought in that quarter. 

Charlotte^s childhood had been a sad one : her mother was 
dead, and her father, summoned abroad on mysterious business, 
left Arras in 1766 and never reappeared. Maximilien and 
his brother were received by their maternal grandfather, the 
brewer Carraut ; the little girl foimd a refuge at the house of 
her aunts De Robespierre — very pious but very poor old 
maids, who were unable to carry out for very long the task 
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with the fact, and, as Charlotte gave signs of intending to 
spoil the fun, he used his discretionary power and ordered his 
sister to leave the army immediately. Furious and indignant 
at this public aiRx)nt, she secured a seat in a private carriage 
which was leaving for Paris and set out the next day. 

On finding herself once more in the solitary lodging in the 
Rue Saint-Florentin, she comprehended that she was lost 
Spumed by her two brothers, for whom she had stripped 
herself, she lived in deep poverty. In order to become 
reconciled with Maximilien, she got a neighbour to take him 
two pots of jam ! but M me. Duplay, whose malice was 
tenacious, immediately sent them back. ^^ Take them back,^ 
she said to the bearer, ^'I don'^t want her to poison 
Robespierre.'" 

Affairs were turning out badly. The Duplajrs lived in 
continual fear. Convinced that everybody was plotting 
against the life of their guest, they kept him under triple 
bolts, and it was not safe to draw on oneself the suspicion of 
these fear-stricken people. Charlotte learnt this to her cost 
Maximilien informed her, in fact, that he wished to see her ; 
she hastened to him ; he received her amicably, and even 
appeared to take an interest in her condition, gave her to 
understand that, in her present situation, living in Paris was 
costly and useless, and iiiat he would be pleased to see her 
return to Arras. She agreed to everything. As it happened 
that their friend Joseph Lcbon, who had arrived from his 
proconsulate at Artois two days before, was leaving for his 
post on the very next day, he kindly undertook to accompany 
Charlotte, and she left her brother on fairly good terms. 
While on the road Lebon was full of engaging attentions ; 
but, hardly had Mile. Robespierre reached Arras, when she 
learnt that she was denounced to the Society populaire " as 
an aristocrat.''^ She took fright. All the members of 

^ ** Lebon returned to Paris for two days. He was very assidaoiiB at 
Robespierre's. Maximilien's sister, who was worthy of the esteem of all 
good citizens, reproached him for his cruelties. He denied them, and 
under pretence ofi proving his assertion by making her an eye-witnen, 
took the sister of the Robespierres, w?io toisked to get rid o/her, with him. 
This is proved by their correspondence. Lebon had her denounced to 
the Soci^t4 populaire of Arras as an aristocrat.'* (A. B. J. Gufiroy's Let 
Secrets de Joteph Lebon,) 

30 



MADEMOISELLE DE ROBESPIERRE 

Lebon^s staff were devoted to Robespierre. Handsome 
Daillet, the important man of the tribunal, was so intimate 
with Maximilien that he supplied him with cravats ; Darthe, 
the public prosecutor, the friend of Lebon, received his 
instructions direct from the Duplays, with whom he regularly 
corresponded. Even in prison, Charlotte found hersefr 
among acquaintances, her first cousin, Carraut, being one of 
those who rifled the prisoners. Men and women stripped 
before him ; after which he shook their clothes, turned their 
pockets inside out, and silenced the discontents by boasting 
of the esteem in which he was held by *^ his virtuous relative,^ 
Robespierre.^ 

There was not a moment to be lost. Charlotte escaped 
from this den and placed herself under the protection of 
Florent Guyot, the member of the Convention, — and enemy of 
Lebon, — who was in command at lille and consented to take 
her back to Paris. But she did not dare to appear again at 
her rooms in the Rue Saint-Florentin, which was too near the 
Duplays\ so asked a friend, Citoyeime Laporte,* to give her 
shelter. She was there on the fifth of Thermidor (July 27th, 
17W). 

Ah ! with what touching lines this event inspired her forty 
years later ! " I rash through the streets, my head in a whirl 

> " Lefetz, fatigued by tho debauchery which had accompanied these 
first dilapidations, charged tho said Carreau {sic) and Cavrois to take away 
the remainder of our dothes. After the example of their general, these 
men took all our effects, placed part of our money in rolls, tore up the 
few hiatorical and other works which we were allowed to rcaid, and sealed 
up eveiything which fastened with a key. . . . They devoted particular 
attention to young women, whom they stripped almost nuked. One of 
these, whose father and uncle died on the scaffold, was distinguished by 
reason of the terrible treatment which she received at the hands of the 
wretches employed by Carreau. Scoundrels ! . . . you who continually 
boasted of the virtue of your relative Robespierre, it was in this way then 
that you put it into practice!" {Les Horreura dts prisons (T Arras, 
Histoire des Prisons, vol. iii, p. 421 tt seq.) 

' This woman was the wife of Citoyen Laporte, member of the Tours 
military committee and judge at tho Paris revolutionary tribunal He did 
not obtain the latter post until 22nd of Messidor, Year II. '* Ho proceeded 
to the tribonaL A considerable number of accused were crowded in the 
dock. The deputy public prosecutor interrupted the proceedings and 
swore in the new magistrate, who could recognise, among the unfortunate 
men whose sentence was going to bepronounced, his only brother, Henri 
Louis Laporte.*' (GamiMurdon's Lt Tribunal rivolutionnairt.) Laporte (or 
Delaporte) was a dealer in gloves and perfumery before being appointed 
a judge. (Wallon's Tribunal r^volutiofwaire.) 
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and despair in my heart. I call for my brothers, and seek 
for them. I hear that they are at the Conciergerie. I hasten 
there, €isk to see them, entreat with clasped hands. I throw 
myself on my knees before the soldiers .... they spurn me. 
My mind wanders; I know nothing that happens or what 
becomes of me .... on recovering consciousness, I found 
myself in prison.'" 

The poor woman'^s memory served her very badly. As 
soon as she heard of Maximilien^s arrest, she left the lod^ngs 
which she occupied at Citoyenne Laporte^ but, far from 
clamouring her despair at the door of the Concieigerie, 
she prudently took refuge at the house of a woman named 
Beguin, who consented to receive her in the Rue du Four- 
Honore, in the Halles quarter. Three days later, the spies of 
the Comity de Surety g^nerale discovered her, disguised under 
the name of Carraut.^ She was taken to the Section du Contrat- 
Social, where the Commissaries questioned her. 

It must be confessed that, in the presence of danger, the 
bearing of this sister of the Gracchi was lamentable. She 
disowned her brothers in the most disconcerting manner, re- 
lating how they had driven her away and ^^that she had 
narrowly escaped being their victim ^ ; swearing that, ** had 
she suspected the infamous plot which was being laid, she 
would have denounced it rather than see her covmtry lost ^ ; 
and not forgetting ^^ la femme Duplay,"" whom she blamed for 
all her misfortunes and who, at that very moment, — distracted 
with terror, — wasstranglingherself inthe Sainte-Pelagie prison, 
into which she had been cast on the evening of the 9th. Cito- 
yenne Beguin was as unreserved. She knew, she said, without 
a shadow of a doubt, that ^ Robespierre had determined to 
guiUotine everybody who showed any interest in his sister,** and, 
in the course of iJiese examinations, the whole mystery of 
Duplay'^s house was revealed : the frequent visits of Fouquier- 

* "Section du Contrat-Social. The 13th of Thermidor, Year IL 
There was brought before us Citoyemie Carraut, who was found at Citoyenne 
B^guin's, in the Rue du Four, No. 482, Section du Contrat-SociaL — She 
was askcKl her name, age, rank and residence. She replied she was called 
Marie Marguerite Charlotte Robespierre, twenty-eight ^ears of Me, living 
on her income, and residing for about a month past at Citoyenne Laporte's, 
No. 200, Rue de la Reunion." (Archives nationales, F^, dossier Charlotte 
Robespierre). 
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Tinville to the "Incorruptible""; the manner in which, in 
the family circle, lists of condemned were drawn up ; and the 
daily correspondence which was kept up between the house 
and certain jurors of the revolutionary tribunals of Paris 
and Arras, — Lebrun, Didier, Daillet, and others .... 

Thus Charlotte saved her head. Having thrown heroism 
to the winds, she laid stress on her commonplace knowledge 
and turned her misfortimes to the best account. She was in 
dire poverty. Her uncle, Dr. Durut, had sent her a small 
sum from Arras, but it was quickly exhausted. "She 
possessed nothing in the world but the dress on her back ; 
and her weakened sight and lungs, impaired through grief, 
prevented her from making lace.'" Turned into the street, 
after a few days^ imprisonment, she begged shelter from one 
of her compatriots, named Mathon,^ who, owing to 
Robespierre^s influence, had obtained a situation in the state 
carriage department. Reduced to a state of dependence 
" which drew groans from her truly free soul,^ she conceived 
the strange plan of soliciting a pension. Anything could be 
obtained from the Thermidorians by defaming Robespierre, 
and Guffroy, who drew up the petition, was not sparing in 
his accusations. He set forth Charlotte's sacrifices and the 
ingratitude of her brothers ; ^ the expedient they had 
employed to get rid of her, by entrusting her to Joseph 
Lebon ; and, finally, he pleaded that it would be a fine thing 

^ *' I shall not undertake the defence of Citoyen Mathon ; but simply tell 
yoa that, obliged to leave my brothers, who were unjustly incensed against 
me, he had the courage — notwithstanding their interdiction — to offer me 
asylum at his house. It did not then suit me to accept his offer. I 
aocepted when mv misfortunes, becoming greater than ever, made me too 
burdensome for those who had first of all given me shelter." (Letter from 
Charlotte Bohctipierre to the representcUives of the People composing the 
ComiU de Sikreti OSrUrale, 24th Ventose, Year III. Archives nationalos 
P, Dossier Mathon). 

^ ** Her brothers drove her from them because she did not think as they 
did, because she came to see my wife, and saw citizens, who were sincere 
fri^ids of justice and truth. She was even exposed to a prosecution when 
Lebon took her to Arras, and but for Florent Guyot, who brought her 
back to Paris, would have been imprisoned there, for Joseph Lebon's 
acoomplioes had denounced her in their infernal- club, the Soci^t^ Populaire 
ai they called it." {Oitffroyy member of the Comitd dt Siirtt6 Q&n&rale to his 
Colieagties, Archives Nationales, F', Dossier Mathon). 
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^* to see the Convention honour virtue in the sister of a 
conspirator."** 

The Comite de Surete G^ndrale was tender-hearted towards 
this victim of Thermidor. It decreed^ that Citoyenne 
Robespierre, ^ whom tyrants had persecuted, merited the 
confidence of good citizens and the protection of the 
constituted authorities, who were requested to render her 
that aid and assistance which the most pure citizenship 
merited and which French loyalty ought to accord."" And 
it must have been no slight humiliation for Charlotte to see, 
among the signatmres of the most ardent Thermidbrians at 
the foot of this decree, the name of Courtois, Robespierre's 
implacable enemy — ^the very man who, in her mind, she 
accused ^^of having destroyed Maximilien^s papers to put 
forgeries in their place."" 

Astonishment has been caused at seeing her pensioned 
by the Thermidorians, by the Empire, by Louis XVIII., 
and by the Constitutional Monarchy, and it has been sus- 
pected that all Governments purchased her silence regarding 
certain mysterious compromising acts. It was not her silence 
which they bought, but clearly her disavowal To attest by 
Robespierre's own sister that this high-priest of the Revolu- 
tion was a monster was well worth, both to Napoleon and 
Louis XVIII., an annuity of <£^. 

Protected from want, Charlotte thus grew old, and from 
that time was without a history. But who can tell the 
secret of her life ? This woman, surviving such anguish and 
such great but disappointed expectations, remained silent 
about the past. Nevertheless, she must have reflected. In 
what light did she, who had been acquainted with the 
under-currents of the Revolution, and had lived in the side- 
scenes of the Terror, regard the sequel of the events with 
which she had been so closely connected ? 

She had met young Bonaparte at Nice, and he, omitting 
nothing which might serve his purpose, had been frill of 
engaging attentions towards her. When she saw him, in his 

^ The 24th of Germinal, Year III. Archives Nationales, F^, Doader 
Charlotte Robespierre. 
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turn, grow greater, and succeed the little advocate of Arras 
in the ephemeral idolatry of the crowd, her regret must have 
become keener. Was it not Maximilien who had been 
destined by fortune to the high rank towards which the hero 
was raising himself? And when the Emperor, on the day 
of his coronation, crossed Paris to be crowned by the Pope, 
did she not have, while the splendid cortige filed past, as it 
were a vision of that other fete, in times of yore, at which her 
brother, also master — for a day — of the destinies of France, 
instituted the Supreme Being ? This fresh start in public 
afiairs must have been full of bitterness to her, and what a 
look she must have cast at the coaches, resplendent with 
mirrors and gold, in which the princesses, sisters of the poor 
artillery officer whose obsequiousness and humility she 
recollected, held their heads on high ? Had fate so ordained 
it, however, she herself would have been in that seat . . . 
Why not ? Had not Fouch^, at a time when he was trying 
to discover which way the wind was blowing, asked her to 
marry him ? ^ . . . She would have been a duchess now ! . . . 
And whilst returning to the quiet street where she had taken 
refuge, her sadness must have been intense. The neighbours, 
standing at the doors of their houses, greeted her with a 
" Good day, Mme. Carraut ! ^ for she hid her own accursed 
narae.^ 

She lived with the Mathons, who never left her, in the 
Rue de la Fontaine (now the Rue de la Pitie), near the 

* '* Fouch^ was not a handsome man. But he was pleasantly witty 
and extremely amiable. He proposed marriage to me, and I confess that 
I felt no repugnance to this union, and that I was rather disposed to give 
my hand to him whom my brother had introduced as a true democrat and 
as his friend." {Memoirs of Charlotte Robespierre, p. 107.) 

* If we are to believe Pierre Joigneaux's Souvenirs histortqttes, in which 
we find the following lines, she also called herself Caroline Delaroche : 

**I recoUect that, about 1833 or 1834, a sister of Marat lived on the 
top floor of a house on the Place Saint-Michel. . . . Mile. Marat disliked 
Robespierre's sister, who was also still alive and in Paris, and did not asso- 
ciate with her. Mile. Marat was a character ; Charlotte Robespierre was 
absolutely lacking in strength of mind. The former retained her name ; 
the latter concealed hers under the pseudonym of Caroline Delaroche, 
These two sisters of members of the Convention had only poverty and love 
of work in common. One made watch-springs in her solitude ; the other, 
in company with Mile. Matton (n>), who died at Icaria, in Cabet's com- 
munity, made underclothing." {Souvenirs historiquen by Pierre Joigueaux, 
vol. ii., p. 293.) 
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Jardin des Plantes. A more solitary or more silent place 
does not exist in Paris. The street, which has not changed, 
winds along the walls of the old hospital. 

Charlotte occupied, on the first floor 'of the house of a 
tanner, a room lit by two windows, one looking on to the 
street, and the other on to the courtyard. On the walls 
she had hung a lithograph portrait of Maximilien, a pencil 
sketch representing her other brother, and a miniature of 
Josephine de Beauhamais — ^her only ornaments. She did 
her own cooking on the stove which warmed her room, 
read little, mused much, and sometimes wrote. Sudi was 
her life up to 1834. In the afternoon^ of August 1st 
of that year she died. A priest called to see her; but she 
showed him to the door, saying ^^that she had practised 
virtue all her life, and that ^e died with a clear and easy 
conscience."** 

When it became known in the quarter that Mme. Carraut 
was dead and that she was Robespierre^s sister, people were in 
a flutter of excitement. Her re^l name, until then, was un- 
known, and two witnesses — ^Fichet, a grocer of the Rue 
Moufietard, and Thorel, a currier and joint-tenant with the 
deceased — had to certify her identity at a notary's. An 
inventory of her personal property was drawn up. Hie 
portrait of Maximilien was valued at two francs, and the 
medallion of Josephine at a franc ; in a drawer of the diest 
of drawers was found three silver forks and spoons ^ marked 
with the family initials,*" a dress made of " gros de Naples,^ 
other-dresses in linen, and a dozen worn undergarments. The 
whole was valued at 328 francs, five francs ^ of which was set 
down for an old arm-chair and six other chairs ! 

^ Register of Birtha, Marriages, and Deaths of the Seine. 

Copy delivered on unstamiMd paper by Me. Lavocat, notary in Paris, 
of an authentic copv of death certificate annexed to the minute in his 
possession of a deed drawn up in the presence of a notary, received on Sep- 
tember 8th, 1834, by Me. Preschev, his immediate predecessor : "on August 
2nd, 1834, at noon, certificate of death of Marie Marguerite Charlotte de 
Robespierre, deceased on the Ist of this month, at four o'clock in tiie after- 
noon. Rue de la Fontaine, No. 3, aged 74 years, without profession, bom at 
Arras, spinster. Witnesses: Pierre Louis Fichet, age 37 years, whole- 
sale grocer, Rue Moufietard, No. 01, and Louis Jourdain, aged 35 years, 
picture dealer, living in the said street, No. 09." 

* Archives of Me. Dauches^ notary. 
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Before me lies the printed notice of Charlotte's death, as 
follows : — 

"Paris, August Ist, 
1884. 

«M, 

^Mlle. Reine Louise Victoire Mathon has the 
honour to inform you of the death of Marguerite Charlotte 
Robespierre, who died at four o^clock yesterday afternoon. 
Tlie obsequies will take place on Sunday afternoon, August 
3nL The funeral procession will leave the house of the 
deceased, 3, Rue de la Fontaine, at ten o^clock in the 
morning."** 

It will be noticed that the " de "^ to which Mile, de Robes- 
pierre, as her will shows, remained attached, does not appear 
in this circular, and this is explained by the fact that a certain 
number of incorrigible Robespierrists— there were still some 
left even in 1834 — proposed on the occasion of the funeral 
" to give a lesson to the authorities."*' A " considerable 
concourse of patriots "" accompanied the body to the Montpar- 
nasse cemetery. An oration composed by Citoyen Lapon- 
neraye was read by someone at the grave side, the author 
being imprisoned in Sainte-Pelagie for a political offence. 
One passage is worthy of quotation : " No, virtuous and 
unfortunate Maximilien, your sister has not disowned you. . . . 
Sister of Maximilien Robespierre, break away for a moment 
from the arms of death, appear to us once more, and tell us 
if ever, in thought, your good and unfortunate brother has 
ceased to be revered and loved, and if ever you have ceased to 
render homage to his virtues. . . ."" 

The grant obtained by Victoire Mathon at the Montpar- 
nasse cemetery being only temporary,^ Mile, de Robespierre's 
tomb is no longer to be seen there. Five years later, 
Charlotte"'s remains were placed in the Catacombs, where they 
are to-day, pellmell with millions of others, including those of 

> See Aagust 3rd, 1834, in tho registers of the Moiitx>arua8se ceme- 
tery. 
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Maximilien and the victims of Thermidor, which a tumbril 
brought from the Rue d'^Errancis,^ about 1860, at the time of 
the opening of the Boulevard Malesherbes. 

' At the top of this street, now the Rae du Rocher, was a waste fMeoe of 
ground, where Philippe- Egalit^, Charlotte Corday, the two Robeepierrea, 
Gonthon, St. Just, Henriot, and other members of the Convention were 
buried. — ^Translator. 




Mademoiselle Reine- Louise- Victoi re MATHON a rhonneiir de voo! 
pan de la morl de Marcuerite-Chahlotte ROBESPIERRE, decedee «i 
d'hui a quatre heures de Tapres-midi Ses obseque^ auront lieu apres-di 
dinpianche, 3 aout Le convoi parttra de la roaison mortuaire, rue 
Fontaine, n. 3, ^ dix heures du matin. 

Facsimile of tfu invitation issued on August i, 1834, on the oceasiom of tki dmik ^ 
Afademoise/le de Robespierre, 
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TWO DETECTIVES 
I 

HlfeRON 

Windows without curtains on the third floor of 275, Rue 
Saint-Honor^ — a solid, old house the ground-floor of which 
is used as a chemist^s shop — indicated vacant premises. I 
entered. 

The door of the building opens on to the Rue Saint- 
Florentin. A gloomy porch, a damp and cold courtyard, a 
staircase with wooden steps and brick landings, iron banisters 
with straight bars ; sash-windows, four rooms in addition to 
a box-room, not very modem in appearance, but without 
style — such are the exceedingly commonplace surroundings. 
The house, however, has a history ; for it was in this small 
apartment that Marat, on his escape from the Chatclet com- 
missaries, took refuge in 1790. 

Before the issue of the warrant for his arrest, the " friend 
of the people'' occupied two rooms at the Hotel de la 
Fautriere, in the Rue de TAncicnne-Comedie. He lived there 
with a servant, named Victoire Nogait, who, at one and the 
same time, was his secretary, servant, and archivist, for she 
carried her master's correspondence concealed under her skirts. 
A cardboard box, which lay forgotten in the garrets of the 
C'hancellerie from the time of Danton's ministry, contained a 
packet of letters labelled, "Papers found on the spinster 
Nogait on seals being affixed at Marat's residence." When the 
King's men present^ themselves at the Hotel de la Fautriere 
— on January 22nd, 1790 — the populace rose against them. 
Whilst the two factions were parleying. Mile. Heury, an 
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actress of the Theatre-Fran^ais, a nice girl and obliging to 
everybody, who also lived in the house, admitted Marat to her 
apartment, a private exit of which led into the Rue des 
Mauvais-Gar^ons, and thence he was able to escape. At nights 
fall, the proscript made for a place where he knew he would 
find an accomplice, and thus it was that, awaiting better 
days, he took up his residence in the small apartment in the 
Rue Saint- Honore. 

The accomplice who sheltered him was Heron. 

This name is hardly an illustrious one. Only those who 
have read the " Revelations de Senar,'' the detective of the 
Surete Gcnerale, will recollect the strange figure of this man 
Heron — extravagantly wicked, so odious and so black that 
good people, scared, exclaim, ^^ Is such a thing possible ? ^ 
Then, in order to reassure themselves, they add, " Nonsense ! 
it cannot be true ! "^ That is how Senar has got a reputation 
for being a boaster ; and it has even been recently stated that 
he never wrote a line, and that his embarrassing revelations 
are apocryphal. 

Senar sinned, however, only in being too reserved. He 
could have said very much more than he did ; but he shielded 
Heron, having worked with him. Moreover, Heron was a 
cunning fellow. As he opened every carton and ferreted in 
every dossier^ he destroyed many documents, hoping to cover 
up his tracas and prevent reprisals. But one cannot think of 
everything, and, in spite of all his precautions, it is still 
possible, with time and patience, to reconstitute this forgotten 
figure of history. 

It was in 1785 that he rented from the chemist FoUoppe, 
the owner of the house, the small third-floor apartment 
in the Rue Saint-Honore. On signing the lease, the honest 
apothecary certainly did not suspect the calamities he was 
bringing down upon his property. Heron was at this time 
an honourable naval officer,^ who had come to Paris on 

* The following is his birth certificate : — 

" Louis Jolien Simon H6ron, who was bom yesterday, legitimate son of 
worthy man Jean H6ron and Judith Costar, the father and mother, was 
to-day baptised by me the undersigned. Simon Pinson and Julienne 
Chollet were god-father and god-moUier, in the presence of Jean Malar, 
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important business. The bankers Vandeniver, Lecoulteux, 
and Pascauld had, in fact, sent him to Havana to recover 
a bill of a miUion piastres which the Cuban commissariat 
had borrowed from them two years before.^ Heron, who 
remained six months at sea, retiuried without the money and 
without the bilL The bankers expressed astonishment ; 
Heron took offence ; he felt that he was suspected, at least of 
blundering; and he made out that he was a victim of a 
^criminal band of princes, nobles, ministers, financiers, 
lawyers, emissaries of the Court, agents of the police — 
everybody, down to the vilest iastruments of crime, appears 
to have conspired to ruin him."" Such was his theme, and 
his folly became so developed that it can only be explained 
by attributing it to a sudden outburst of the persecution 
mania. If Clozanne, his man of business, were invited to 
dinner, he accused him of pocketing the silver ; or if he met 
Mme. Buard, his neighbour, on the staircase of his house, he 
declared she had been stationed there by the bankers to spy 

Marie Ohier, and Julienne Grossct^te, who all declared they could not write, 
and in the name of the god-father and the said M. H^ron, senior, who 
signed in our presence, March 16th, 1746." {Extracted from the Parish 
IUgiMter8 of SatrU-Lunairt^ Ille-et- Vilaine. ) 

H6ron*8 service record is summed up as follows : — 

Voyagt for the service \ March 28th, 1772, at Brest, on board the 
Alexandre, 

SpedcU Voyages : in 1762, ten months and twelve days at Newfoundland, 
on the Eramney as ensign ; in 1765, six months and two days ; in 1765 — 
66, two months and fourteen days on the Marguerite^ as coast-pilot ; in 
1766, six months and eight days, at Newfoundland, on the Era^mie, as 
ensign ; in 1767, six months and twenty-six days, on the Era^mie, as second 
lieutenant ; four months and five days on the Union^ as coast-pilot ; in 
1768, four months and twenty- three days at Newfoundland, on the Erasme 
(wrecked September 15th), as second lieutenant ; in 1769, five months and 
seven days at Newfoundland on the FranqoiaCj as lieutenant ; same year, 
twenty-one days on the lAizard, as first mate ; in 1770, eight months at 
Newfoundland on the Franqoise, as first mate ; in 1771, seven months and 
five days at Newfoundland on the SaiTUe-Smanney as first mate ; same year, 
one month and seventeen days, in command of the Saijite-Jvliac. 

A note, dated 1783, contains this appreciation : '' H^ron has sailed since 
1764, served daring the late war, ana nas been on the sea fourteen years, 
inclnding three years and nine months in the service. When in command 
of a corvette, he stood a fight against superior forces, was wounded, and 
captured. Gomte d'Hector, who did not know him, heard him highly 
praised by Ck>mte d'Orvilliers. {Archives of the Ministry of Marine.) 

^ H^ron sailed for Havana on the Sartine, belonging to Joseph Denis 
Oognet, shipowner at La Rochelle. {Registers of the Admiralty of La 
RoeheUe.) 
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upon him. His wife herself — for, before leaving for Havana* 
he had married Modeste Desbois, the daughter of an 
honourable citizen of Cancale ^— even his own wife, according 
to him, was ^^ in league with his tormentors.^ He declared 
that she had a lover, an officer named Thiboult de Puissac, 
*' an agent of the Court and ministers, delegated to carry 
out their criminal designs.**^ But he paid little heed to his 
conjugal misfortunes, for he knew that the rok of his 
^^ unworthy spouse,"" in the intrigue with which he contended, 
consisted ^* in driving him mad and obtaining his confinement 
as a lunatic.'*^ Consequently, he took infinite care to keep 
cool. With ^^calm contempt^ he ascertained that his house 
was ^^ continually watched by a multitude of police, ready to 
seize him if he departs from his character^; and it was with 
similar calmness that, one day, on the invitation of Modeste 
herself, he convinced himself of the sans-gSne with wfaidi 
Thiboult de Puissac * trifled with his marital honour. And 
whilst ^Hhis dishonouring, indecent, and scandalous 8o»ie 
presented itself to his view,^ advantage was taken of his 
contemplation of it to break open a desk in the next room 
and rob him of his whole fortune — 800,000 francs in Caisse 
d'^escompte shares and the title-deeds of his estates ! ' lliis 

^ Marriage certificate of LouIb Jnlien Simon Hdron and Modeste Anne 
Jeanne Desbois, daughter of worthy man Etienne Benoist DeBboit and 
Modeste Charlotte Helvant, Angufit 12th, 1777. {Hegi^ers qf the Oommme 
of CanccUe,) 

* Jacques Francois Thiboult de Puissac, bom in Paris, in the parish of 
Notre- I>Bkme-de8-Gr&i. Gentleman-cadet in the 68th inibntnr (ex-Beaooe) 
regiment, June 6th, 1776 ; sub-lieutenant, June 22nd, l779 ; saeoiid 
lieutenant, June Ist, 1783; first lieutenant, September Ist, 1786; and 
captain, January 12th, 1792. 

''Thiboult, in garrison at Saint-Malo, a pro(6ff6 of IVArtois and secret 
emissary of the Court, subjugated my wife, took possession of ny 
house, and squandered there part of my fortune during my sojoom at 
Havana." {AoU hy H^ron.) 

"* Thiboult, an asent of the Court and Ministers. ...» that knave 
whom they brought from Brest to carry out their criminal designs, first 
of all enticed my wife to doubtful resorts and ended by appearing with her 
in public. They planned the most infamous scene with her — the mssos 
of robbing and murdering me. On February 11th, 1788, ray wife lay in 
bed longer than usual. Tin^, her chamber-maid, an accomidioe and 
confidetUe, feigning disquietude on the subject of her health, aarised me 
to go to her apartment. I did so, but found the door fastened. A coo- 
fused voice and low spoken-words told me that she was not alone. It was 
not long before I was allowe<i to enter the room. . . A dishonouring, 
indecent, and scandalous scene presented itself to my view. My wwi 
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sum of £9StjQ00^ in his possession, would lead us to suppose 
that Heron did not return from Cuba empty-handed. . . 
But one must admit that his enemies, the bankers, adopted a 
singular method of diverting his attention and getting back 
their money. 

From the time of this theft his existence was that of a 
maniac His conduct became incoherent. There was a daily 
fight in the house in the Rue Saint-Honore. He fought 
with his brother-in-law, who came from Brest, where he was 
a midshipman, to call him to account for his extravagance ; 
he fought '*with men concealed on the staircase'"; the 
chemist Folloppe, owner of the house, ** receives blows with 
the fist in his face '''^ ; the doorkeeper barricaded his lodge ; 
and the servant no longer dared to show herself, ^^ for fear 
of an unlucky blow."" Heron went backwards and forwards, 
hurried to the bankers', demanded his money, laughed at the 
civil lieutenant, " an iniquitous magistrate who supports his 
wife,"" and puts to flight Thiboult and Clozanne who, " one 
night, on the Carrousel, attempt to assassinate him."" ^ 

His aberration was only increased by the events of 1789. 
He fatigued the committees of the Assembly^ by his 

affectation in not wishing to spare me even the conviction of the crime proved 
to me that she is a monster. . . Calmness and contempt were the arms 
which I opposed to so great a horror. . . I confided my indignation to my 
friends. On returning I found my house empty and 800,000 francs in 
Caisse d'escompte script and the title-deeds of my Bas-Marais farm stolen. 
. . . Thev sought to provoke my indignation in order to ascribe it to 
insanity. {Note by H6ron.) 

^ A very dignified letter from Benoist Desbois, the father-in-law of this 
maniac, must here be given : — 

"It is now, H^ron, January 29th, 1789. You left my house early in 
August, 1788. You have, therefore, been absent six months, without 
letting me have any news from you. This letter is despatched to-day, the 
29th, and vou will receive it on Sunday, February Ist. I hope to receive a 
reply by the 8th, at the latest. If I do not have it by that time I shall 
have nothing more to do with your affairs, unless they involve my family 
honour." 

' Abont this time, Modeste Desbois made a last attempt to live a^ain 
with her hosband. This is how H^ron relates her effort towards concilia- 
tion : — 

•• On March 6th, 1790, I was served with a petition from my wife tend- 
ing to force me to live with her and to appear before the civil lieutenant. 
Tliis iniquitous magistrate supported my wife and presented her to me with 
the woros : *H^ron, here is a beautiful, amiable, tall, and well-made woman. 
She says no ill of you, and wishes to live with you. Isn't there any moans 
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recriminations ; he plagued journalists ; he entered into 
relations with Marat, whose intimate friend he became and 
whom he hid at his house during four months. On 
August 10th, his rancour was directed against the Ch&tean 
de Versailles. Wounded five times in the attack on the 
Tuileries, Heron recovered strength to hasten to Versailles, 
where the Orleans prisoners were to be brought. Amcmg 
these unhappy people was one of his enemies, Delessart, and, 
when the cortege entered the town, Heron, at the head of 
Maillard'^s ^^ Hardhitters,^ rushed on the waggons, demanded 
a massacre, took part in the slaughter, and returned to Paris 
satisfied. 

Delessarf's blood gave him a taste for more. Attadied to 
the Comite de Surety Gcn^rale as chief agent, he recmited a 
band of men who were not particular what work they did, 
and whom he formed into a regiment under the name of 
"Porteurs d^ordres.*" All " beat up game for the guillotine^; 
and the information which they collected was centred in the 
hands of Heron, whose reports were drawn up by Pilld, his 
secretary. I have found some of these bulletins, whidi 
invariably begin with the words : " I denounce the said ^ . . . * 
As to the reasons for suspicion, they were most vague, vii., 
" This man is an enemy of our revolution,'' or, " He is a 
gamester and a man of very bad morals,'" or again, ^ He is 

of finding a little corner for ber in your apartment?' I replied Uiat ray 
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fortune had been stolen by her friend, Thiboolt, and that her < 
not allow me to take her back." 

* The following is a specimen of the literature of this j^mmrer of the 
guillotine : — 

^' I denounce the said Le Joindre, ox-military officer, living at Mans, as 
a pronounced counter-revolutionary. This is justified by the annexed 
letter of August 10th last, sealed with forbidden arms, and bearing the 
address 'To citizen Taburet,' and in which he uses the word 'Moosieiir' 
five times and the formula ' Your very humble and verv obedient serrant,' 
which is now used only bv counter-revolutionaries. Tnese facts, added to 
my knowledge of all his old acquaintances with dukes, oonnts, and banns, 
convince me that he is really a counter-revolutionary and the corre- 
spondent of the imigr6Sf as well as the two brothers De Lanny, of Laval, one 
of whom is his father-in-law, who is in bankruptcy, and t£e other an ex- 
noble by right of purchase. All of them were court valets and agents 
of the Marshal de Castries, Due de Coigny, etc. , and closely connected 
with Cottin, the famous fighter of the Champ de Mars. — H^roo." 
(Archives nationales. Documents found among the papers of H^ioOf 
agent of the Comity de SOret^ Gto^rale, F^. 4543.) 
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maitioned in my memorandum to the Committee.*" The 
last was the worst stigma, for it was especially his personal 
enemies whom he pm'sued. He gave himself iiie pleasure of 
po^Bonally arresting the banker Vandeniver, whom he sent 
to the scafibld ; and the chemist FoUoppe, his landlord, was 
guillotined under the pretext that he had at his house ^^ the 
silver of the woman Sdnozan, a proved aristocrat.*" Mme. Buard, 
his neighbour, was guillotined ^^for residing in a chateau 
belonging to an 6migr6'^x young Letellier, who also lodged 
in FoUoppe^s house, was guillotined because he was reputed 
^ to be Biron^s natural son and has made counter-revolution- 
ary remarks^ ; and the woman Crussol was guillotined ^^for 
sometimes appearing on an elevated terrace overlooking the 
courtyard through which one passed when going to Heron's.*" 
It seems as though, haunted by a perpetual nightmare, he 
had some terrible secret to hide and that all the witnesses of 
his life must die.^ 

His wife also annoyed him, so, one fine day, he went to 
S^nar and offered him 3,600 livres and a regular situation at 
6,000 francs if he would consent to slip the name of Modeste 
Desbois into some conspiracy in order to have her guillotined. 

" My wife, don't you see,*" he said, " is a native of the 
suburbs of Saint-Malo, which is a district of aristocrats. 
She must be put into a report. When a name is slipped 
into some big affair, the thing's done. All you've got to do 
is to point out the accomplices ; then, names are called out, 
heads fall, and slap ! bang ! it's finished ! " 

In other respects, H^ron was a coward. His apartment 
was a perfect arsenal. When he went out he was always 
accompanied by two men armed to the teeth ; and he himself 
carried a hunting-knife in a white baldric, had two blunder- 
busses in his great coat, some pocket-pistols, other smaller 
pistols in a belt, a poinard, and a stiletto. In short, he was 
a walking battery. 

* H^ron yisited Fonqaier-Tinville at the tribanal almost daily. They 
had toine truly epic oonversations. '* Our business is prospering — heads 
are falling like slates," said one of them. *' That's how we deal with heads/' 
rmUedtne other. '* During a revolution one mustn't stop over such play- 
thmgs." And they parted with the words : *' Ri^ht ! cut oif their heads, 
and thereby enrich the Republic." (Archives nationales, W-500.) 
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His reign of prosperity came to an end in Thennidor. 
Arrested, set tree (for he had influential friendsX again 
arrested,^ and once more liberated, it was finally decided to 
send him for trial to the Eure-et-Loire criminal tribunaL He 
passed through the country districts or department of 
the Seine-et-Oise, which he had terrorised, between two 
gendarmes, his hands chained to the horses^ saddles, and on 
the journey was received with a never-ending volley of 
maledictions and insults. 

Worn out with fatigue and foaming at the mouth with ang^> 
he was cast into a dungeon of the Chartres prison. The puUic 
prosecutor of the department brought up more than three 
hundred witnesses against him. Things were looking veiy 
black. 

H^ron, in order to gain time, objected to the Eure-et-Loire 
tribunal, l^al formalities, this time, appearing to him 
insufficiently observed ! The amnesty of October 26th, 1795, 
however, saved him. Disgusted with mankind, he took up his 
residence at Versailles, where, on February 16th, 1796,* he 
died in a comfortable house in the Rue des Reservoirs. 

His wife survived him nearly fifty years.* 

Paris is the happy hunting-ground of searchers. It is 
strange that after the accumulation of a century of old papers, 
aft^r so many fires, removals, and revolutions, one can succeed 
in disinterring from the jumble of documents in the record- 
office certain leaves which so many people had an interest in 

^ At the time of his arrest, on the 27th Vend^niiaire, Year m, HAron 
threw a buridle of compromising papers down the water-closet of hiB hooM. 
The chemist Folloppe, nephew of the owner of the house whom H^toq had 
denounced and haa executed, declared **that, at the request of Qtisen 
Adam, tenant on the second floor, below the said Huron's apartment, he 
had had the soil-pipe searched, and having found it obstructed, had had 
withdrawn a nuniber of documents which he ascertained must have oome 
from the third floor, as, moreover, their deciphering proved . • ." 
(Archives Nationales, F 4743.) 

* Death certificate of Louis Julian Simon H^ron, t^e 60 years, native 
of Limer (sic) (Ille-et-Vilaine), husband of Modeste .UMbois, deceased at 
his residence, 1, Rue des Reservoirs, the 27th Pluvidse, Year IV (Febmary 
16th, 1796). {ReaisUrs of VerfuUUs. ) 

> Modeste Desbois, who was bom on January 12th, 1757, died oo Jnly 
22nd, 1843. She had no children. She appointed as sole heirs her three 
nephews Jean Baptiste, Ekimond Avice, and Faul Etienne Desbois, the last 
of whom, born on October 31st, 1822, died at Foug^es on June ISth, 
1883. 
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destroying, and when, gleaning here a letter and there a 
on^e indication, one has succeeded in making a vanished 
figure live again, it is also strange that after so many houses 
have been pulled down and new streets have been made, one 
can reconstitute the surroundings in the midst of which the 
forgotten drama was played, and find the house where the 
personage lived still standing. Heron^s house has remained 
as it was a hundred years ago. Truly, it does not merit the 
honour of a commemorative tablet ; but, when we have 
studied the career of this strange man, we experience a very 
peculiar and intense sensation in concerning ourselves a little 
— ^from a£Eur — with his life, in mounting his staircase, in 
pushing -open his bedroom door, and in leaning out of the 
window f]:t>m which, with the satisfisurtion of a satiated tiger, 
be saw his victims pass, on Sanson^s cart turning the fatal 
comer wh^ioe those unhappy people suddenly perceived the 
guillotine. 



II 
FIGAROS LAST INCARNATION 

If Beaumarchais knew — as appears to me to be very prob- 
able — a certain Dossonville, who played a minor role in the 
revolutionary tragi-comedy, he must have felt a thrill of joy 
on recognising, in this person of flesh and blood, the child of 
his genius, Figaro, struggling against the most extensive, 
most dramatic intrigue that man has ever seen. Figaro in 
the thick of the Revolution, Figaro conspiring, snapping his 
fingers at the guillotine, railing at the Terror, playing with 
the Comite de Surete Generale, as with a simple Bartholo, 
and holding his own against the Convention, as he did in the 
case of Count Almaviva, — what a pity that such a subject as 
this did not tempt the author of Le Barbier de Seville^ 
and what an astounding epilogue he would have added to his 
immortal trilogy ! 

The end of the eighteenth century saw the appearance of a 
number of Figaros. This type of mischievous, sceptical, 
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cunning, impudent, joking bohemian was so perfectly suited 
to the habibi and customs of the epoch, that he was frequently 
to be met with in those days of refined corruption. There 
were pedantic Figaros, like Fabre d''!]^glantine ; and tragic 
Figaros, like CoUot d^Herbois. But undoubtedly the most 
complete, the one who, on account of his hi^ spirits, bis 
gaiety, and inexhaustible ingenuity, bears the closest resem- 
blance to the model, was this unknown Dossonville^ *^wlio 
had seen everything, done everything, exhausted everything,'' 
and whose name has not even been retained by history. 

Son of I know not whom, and, in conformity with ixaditicMi, 
valet to a great lord,^ Dossonville spent the first twenty yean 
of his life in the service of President Salaberry. Quickwitted, 
handsome, active, insidious, ever in a good humour, giving up 
the present entirely to pleasure, and troubling himself as littk 
over the future as about the past, he one day threw off his 
livery and, confiding in his good fortune, launched out into 
the world. He recognised in himself but one ** weakness,'' 
which, moreover, he frankly admitted, and that was an enor- 
mous appetite. Alternately a clerk, a petition writer, half an 
author, and for a short time a faro banker, he kept, in 1789, 
at the Cour des Miracles, a well-frequented cafe, where the 
wits and politicians of the quarter often met to read the 
newspapers or to play at cards.^ 

Such was his occupation on the breaking out of the Revo- 
lution. He welcomed it with enthusiasm, became excited, 
held forth in his cafe, had a finger in everything, and won the 
confidence of his district by his eloquence. Made a lieu- 
tenant in the National Guards, he was to be seen at reviews 

^ *' Dossonville was brought up at my erandmother'B and at the houe 
of my uncle, President de Salaberry. He was a tall, handaome man. 
with an open countenance, whom I had known to be very active, very 
strong, and possessed of trulv uncommon courage." {Mimoire» dm OomU 
de Mor6,) Interesting details about Dossonville are also to be found in 
the socond volume of the M4moires de Durfori de Chevemy, 

^ Statement of Citizen Bemier, junior, 17, Rue de la Lune. The text ol 
this document, the wording of which is no less curious than ita ortho- 
graphy, is as follows : Je sertify que le caffee que Dossonville oonr del 
miraquo etes le rosembleman des Lafayette e des royalliste done lea Mahiiiox 
rousialle ct morin ot de boulli^ voila ce que je pent conaitre vua qne je 
ncs pas parle a vec oux vu que la sanguloterie ne pouvait pas entr6 daoi 
leur couversasion et a sign6 Bemier." (Archives JSTationalea, F' 4680l) 
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in short jacket and leather breeches, galloping by the side of 
La&yette, and shouting : " Vive notre sauveur ! Vive notre 
brave General !^^ A year later he was an officer of the 
peace; no longer a "Fayettiste,'* but on the side of the 
Court. Or rather he belonged to both camps ; for, like his 
modeU the illustrious barber, what he loved above all things, 
was ^ two, three, four intrigues at a time, well interwoven one 
with the other.^ He became one of the intimates ^ at the 
Tuileries, conversed with Louis XVI., advised and captivated 
him, and was entrusted with a secret mission in England. 
He remained there three months, returned at the time of 
danger, and, on August 10th, was among the defenders of the 
Chateau. On the following day he was arrested, and brought 
up for trial with his accomplice Collenot d'Angremont, who 
was . guillotined. . . . He himself was imprisoned in the 
Abbaye, but the place being unsafe, he made a great to-do, 
and succeeded in getting out of prison on September 1st, a 
few hours before the commencement of the massacres. Thus, 
in less than a fortnight, did Dossonville escape from the 
headsman Sanson and the hard-hitting Maillard. 

It had been a close shave. But, in faith, he was well able 
to look after himself. On finding himself in the street, an 
entire section of society had been swept away, and Dossonville, 
who was astonished by nothing, was at case from the very first 
day. Men and things immediately became familiar to him ; 
the Paris of the Convention, the novelty of which was so 
disconcerting to everybody, withheld nothing from him. He 
dined with the woman Saint- Ange, who was the bosom friend 
of Chabot ; he shook the hand of Saint-Laurent, the spy who 
was in the pay of the Prince de Conde ; he visited at the house 
of Bezon, the skilled engraver of forged passports ; he was well 
received in gaming-houses, at Sainte-Aiiiarante^s and Mme. 
Latour\ in suspicious agencies, in all places where people 
chattered, amused themselves, and, plotted. He was now a 
detective, and, less than six months after his appearance before 

> Statement of Citizen Villain (Archives Nationales, F 4680.) 
' ** They did me the honour to receive and listen to me, as a servant on 
whom they could rely/' {Mimoires du Cornte de Mor^.) 
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the revolutionary tribunal as a '^ Chevalier de poignard '^ and 
a defender of royalty, he became the confidential agent of the 
Comite de Surety G^nerale. 

Two men whom he employed as spies are worthy of 
mention. One was a certain Armand, an ex-soldier, ex-wine- 
shop keeper, ex-commercial agent, ex-clerk to a procuraUn*, 
ex-employd in the finance department, who had experienced 
the annoyance of being sentenced to twenty years' penal 
servitude for putting into circulation forged assignats which 
he had been ordered to destroy.^ The other was named 
Demonceau, an unfrocked monk, who, eaten up with itch and 
covered with rags, had been picked out of the gutter. 
Dossonville took him to an old clothes dealer, fitted him out 
'* from top to toe,^ for he had not even a shirt to his back, 
and promoted him to the dignity of ferreter. 

Whilst these two accomplices got on the scent and beat up 
game, Dossonville, ever smiling, affable, good-tempered, and 
eating his fill, walked about Paris with head on high and ears 
wide open, observing public feeling. 

Unlike his colleagues on the Comite, who never went out 
except armed to the teeth — swords at their sides and 
blunderbusses in their belts — he prided himself on carrying 
no other defensive weapon than a slender switch with whidi 
he lashed the air as he wcdked along.^ Besides, he alone was 
more powerful than the entire united Convention. I have 
before me the commission which he held, and the powers whidi 

1 *' On the 7th of Germinal year II, Armand was sentenced to twenty 
years' penal servitude by the criminal tribunal of the Department of Puris 
for fabricating warrants, for^ng the signatures of police administratonv 
etc., and using them to intimidate and blackmail a wealthy dtinn, 
named Hofmann. I followed the proceedings as a lawyer from Dcginnfaig 
to end, and on leaving the last sitting of the tribunal was filled win 
horror at this Armand. I did not foresee that this man, in Dossonville'i 
hands, would become an informer protected by the Comity de S^krstA 
G^nerale." {Citizen Demonceau to CZauze/, representative of the Peopfi, 
Archives Nationales, F 4680. ) Armand was imprisoned, in Yeodibadun 
year III, at the Convent des Anglaises, in the Rue de Loardiiey fiom 
which he escaped. He was recaptured at Rheims. He had in his potMinoB 
70,000 livres in assignats, 30,000 livres in cash, in a belt, and a bag oqd- 
taining manywatches and diamonds valued at 300,000 livres. (Arohivct 
Nationales, 1^4581.) 

^ ** As an offensive and defensive weapon he carried a small rtiek, a 
foot and a half long, and as thiok as a switch." {M6moirea dn Ooiult 
de Mori ) 
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it conferred upon him were limitless. He was authorised to 
proceed against ^^all enemies of public happiness, under 
whatever denomination ^ ; prisons of all kinds were open to 
him ; he had the right to retain there and examine, without 
witnesses, any prisoners he liked ; ^^ he could not be arrested 
or interrupted in the course of his mission, or imprisoned 
under any pretext whatever^ without having previously been 
brought before the Comite de Surete Generale, which must 
immediately inquire into the reason for his arrest."" 

Now, he was at home at the Comite de Surete Generale, 
and he was doubtless the only one who enjoyed the excessive 
privil^e of that time of being certain, on leaving his residence 
in the morning, of not sleeping at night in prison — unless 
he wanted to. Note that he was authorised, in addition, ^^ to 
obtain the assistance of all citizens whom he chose to select, 
and to whom he could delegate either a part or the whole of 
the powers with which he was invested."*' 

Dossonville was a fine fellow, he had established himself 
purveyor to the guillotine with the sole object of rendering 
service to suspicious persons whom he hunted down — service 
for which he never required payment. He himself, later, 
cheerfully said : " I saved as many of them as I could. Many 
know it, but many more are utterly ignorant of the fact, 
for I never told them — fearing their indiscreet gi'ati- 
tude," 

And, as'a matter of fact, many men owed their lives to him. 
He knew so well how to put things into a tangle, mislay docu- 
ments, and prolong the most simple inquiries. He had, on 
the other hand, discovered so many secrets and was so well 
armed against his masters that they never suspected the 
double game he was playing — or, if they had any suspicion of 
it, they did not dare to enter into conflict with so well-in- 
formed an accomplice. I have a letter of his, written on a 
certain day when he felt he was threatened, in which he 
refers, without circumlocutions, to " important documents " 
which were his safeguard, and which he had deposited " in 
sure and inviolable hands."" " It is no use trying to get hold of 
them by force or cunning,"" he added, "lliere is only one 
way to recover them and make certain that I shall do other- 
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wise than hand them to those whom they concern, and that is 
to leave me at liberty.'*^ 

Tills was, however, a dangerous game, and Thennidor 
would certainly have put a stop to his roguish tricks in a 
tragic manner had Dossonville not foreseen the catastrophe 
and scented the danger. Be on your guard ! Figaro, turn 
aside ! Two days before the coup cTitaty when Robespierre 
was still powerftd, the Comite de Salut public received a 
denunciation of Dossonville. It was followed by a second and 
a third. Ten, fifteen, thirty reports came one after the other. 
The whole quarter in which he lived denounced him with 
touching ingenuousness ; his neighbours, the former customers 
at his caf<^ at the Coiir des Miracles, and the sans-eulottes of 
his section, unanimously accused him of always having been an 
enemy of the Jacobins, of criticising Robespierre, and of 
abusing the laws of Prairial .... But it was not until the 
9th of Thermidor that the Comite received this dossier j at the 
very hour Robespierre was succmnbing and his enemies were 
triumphing. Dossonville was saved ! His admirable juggling 
transferred him fix)m the camp of the conquered to that of 
the conquerors. But, as he needed rest and wished to let the 
storm blow over, he consented to take refuge in a select prison. 
At the beginning of Fructidor he saw "fix)ni the inside 
of a cab, the drawbridge of a castle lowered for him,'* and 
as he entered left behind him if not hope, at any rate liberty. 
This castle was, however, not very grim in appearance — ^it 
was the house of the Marquis de Talaru. 

This house, which is still intact at 62, Rue Richelieu, 
was a strange prison. It was built at great cost, at the 
beginning of the reign of Louis XVI., by the Marquis de 
Talaru, chief majordomo to the Queen. The Revolution 
having forced him to be more modest in his tastes, the 
Marquis, thinking he would derive benefit from his property, 
let it for 6,600 livres to a speculator named Gence, who 
proposed to transform it into a furnished hotel. But 
foreigners were scarce in Paris in 1793, and the rooms of 
the hotel remained almost empty. In order not to be 
without tenants, Gence hit upon the ingenious idea of 
letting the building, in his turn, to the revolutionaiy 
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committee of the Lepeletier section, which was in need of a 
prison. 

In a few days the apartments were crowded with wealthy 
people who had been arrested on suspicion, and who 
were incarcerated there by favour and on pajnnent. Prices 
were exorbitant. One of eight prisoners who was lodged at 
four francs a day in the salon on the ground floor 
calculated that this room alone produced 320 livres for every 
ten days, 960 livres a month, or 10,520 livres (^^420 I6s. 8d.) 
a year, whereas the poor Marquis de Talaru received for 
the entire house only 6,600 livres. What was conisidered by 
general consent to be veiy piquant was the fact that one of 
the first suspected persons who occupied the Talaru prison 
was Talaru himself. Arrested as a former nobleman, he 
succeeded in getting incarcerated in his own house. On 
expressing a desire to occupy a room alone, on account of his 
age and infirmities, he was allotted a small room at eighteen 
livres a day — 6,600 francs a year — so that, for being in 
prison in his own house, he reimbursed the entire sum which 
his tenant paid him. 

This combination highly amused his companions in captivity. 
Talaru'*s was a cheerful prison ; for the inmates played, ate 
well, — ^which especially delighted the famished Dossonville, — 
and even danced. Schmidt, the head jailer, was very proud of 
his select clientele and saw that his prison preser\ed the air 
of a fashionable drawing-room. While the majority of his 
trmfreres at the Conciergerie and elsewhere kept enormous 
bull dogs at their heels, Schmidt's ordinary companion on his 
rounds of inspection was a large curly backed sheep with knots 
of pink ribbons attached to its neck and feet. That was the 
distinctive mark of the house. 

When Dossonville — well-filled, hearty, and refreshed — left 
the house of the Marquis de Talaru, the Terror had long 
been forgotten, and it was no use thinkingany longer of living 
at the expense of the Comity de Siiretc Generale. But as one 
must dine, although no longer in prison, the former Terrorist 
returned to his first occupation and became a Royalist 
agent. 

Fructidor came. Dossonville was arrested, imprisoned in 
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the Temple, and placed in an iron cage in excellent company, 
including Barth^emy,the Abbe Brothier, Tronson-Ducoudray, 
Barbe-Marbois, and sixty others. This menagerie on wheels 
then travelled by short stages to Rochefort, where the 
prisoners were embarked on the corvette La VaUlante for 
French Guiana.^ 

The impressions received on this voyage were, as one may well 
believe, only moderately agreeable. Poor Dossonville could 
not succeed in getting sufficient to eat. Meals were rare and 
bills of fare were concise, and, for the first time, he began to 
abuse politics, " which did not nourish its dependant.** During 
the fifty days which the passage took, he only once ate his 
fill. Tlie crew caught a shark, which was cut up on deck and 
divided among the convicts. The badly cooked, oily, and 
tasteless flesh of this fish was tmeatable to all but Dossonville, 
who devoured six pounds of it ! He had that very day ex- 
changed his last coat for a large piece of bread, over which 
he gloated. This meal was one of the best he ever had in 
bis life* ; but his stomach was so disordered by privation that 
it nearly killed him ! 

But his good humour was irrepressible. At Cayenne and 
Sinnamary Dossonville retained his high spirits, in spite of 
privation and fever, which decimated the convicts. His ever- 
active mind sought for a means of "delivering them from 
that place."" He submitted to his comjianions a wild plan of 
escape, and seven of them — Barthelemy, Aubry, Ramel, 
Pichegru and three others — were persuaded to carry it out. 
This devil of a man inspired confidence. Besides, he under- 
took everything himself and had only to be followed. 

One fine June night he threw the sentry, who was guarding 
the hut, from the ramparts of the fort, into the river, led his 

1 «I was finally transported in the very beet of company," said 
Dossonville, who added : "This was a roguish trick on the part of Fonche, 
who greatly annoyed me by it." {M6motres du ConUe dt Mori,) 



3 "The horrors of thin famine will never be effaced from my mind. 
The unfortunate Dossonville uttered such cries of rage that we feared we 
should be bitten. The crew having caught a very large shark, the 
captain ordered that the worst parts bo given to us. How oily, 
inaigeetible, and unwholesome is the flesh of this monster is well 
known. . . Dossonville, with frightful voracity, alone ate more than six 

S rands ; but it nearly killed him. . ." {JowrwA dt rAcytUatU OHdral 
^uiie/, p. 63. 
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friends to the bank, and pushed them into a pirogue which he 
had been awaiting for some days past. ... At dawn the 
fugitives found themselves out at sea, without a compass, 
without a map, and without provisions of any sort They 
could hear the triple cannon shots from the redoubt at the 
Pointe signalling their escape. 

Alternately drenched to the skin and baked by the sun, 
they remained in their boat, which was submerged by the 
smallest wave, for a week. Hfiuussed, bleeding, and eaten up 
with scurvy, they were cast, naked, on Dutch territory. 
Their entire possessions consisted of a pipe, a handful of 
tobacco, and a flint and steel, which Pichegru had saved from 
the wreck. Dossonville remained for a week without food — 
the greatest trial he ever experienced during his adventurous 
life, and the thought of which even twenty years afterwards 
made perspiration break out on his forehead. 

Another man, perhaps, would have been satisfied with so 
many emotions. . . . But Dossonville had no sooner landed 
at Hamburg than he conceived a fresh project. As access to 
France was forbidden him, he hit upon the idea of delivering 
Mexico from Spanish tyranny. He set out for London and 
entered into relations with Miranda's secretary. But the 
English stole his idea, so Dossonville sailed for Spain to 
inform the Government of the danger which threatened their 
colony. How is it that, a little later, we find him a prisoner 
of Austria at Olmiitz ? That is a mystery which I have been 
unable to solve. 

The Treaty of Luneville gave him back to France. Bona- 
parte, who had heard his merits extolled, entrusted him with 
the organisation of his secret police. Dossonville showed 
such zeal in this work that the first conspirator who fell into 
his clutches was — Pichegru, Pichegru his friend, the gallant 
companion of his flight from French Guiana ! He allowed 
hi m to escape. This good action brought about his re-imprison- 
nient, and he was sentenced to be shot for high treason. 
Fortunately, he had taken care to inform himself thoroughly 
about the men in power, he let them guess what he knew, and 
so they were satisfied with shutting him up at Melun, under 
the eye of the superior police. 
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But only to note briefly the events of Dossonville^s varied 
life would make a volume sufficient to furnish plots for a 
dozen novelists. Let us go straight to the dSnouemeni. 

The Bourbons, being unable to reward everyone who, 
rightly or wrongly, claimed they had shown devotion to their 
cause, decided right royally to be tmgracious. At the Res- 
toration, Dossonville was promoted to the dignity of police 
commissary for the He-Saint-Louis quarter,^ and declared he 
was satisfied. He was adored by his fellow-citizeas. The 
shopkeepers and the gossips of tiie quarter came to settle 
their quarrels before him. When they abused each other a 
prapos of an incommodious sim-blind or a flower-pot which 
had fallen into the street. Monsieur Dossonville calmed them 
with a smile which seemed to signify : ^^ This is not the first 
quarrel Fve seen."^ And as the story of his extraordinary 
adventures passed from mouth to mouth in the Ile-Saint-Louis 
he came to be regarded as an almost fantastic being, a hero 
and a very fine fellow at one and the same time. 

And, in truth, Dossonville, who died a poor man, committed 
only one crime — that of neglecting to write his memoirs. A 
simple, sincere, and truthAil narrative of his life would teach 
us more about the Revolution than all the volumes by 
Michelet and Louis Blanc, and would assure its author a place 
of honour in the Library of Marvels, between Casanova and 
Baron de Treuck. 

^ "Dossonville, police commissary of the Ile-Saiiit-Loais quarter. 
Neither sood nor evil is said of him nowadays ; but it is recollected Uiat 
he was the agent of various factions. The position which he holds at the 
present time is probably the reward for services rendered in former days. 
His son is chef at burtau in the furnished lodgings section at the Prefecture 
of Police." {BiograpKie dea Gammisaairea de police et des officiers de paix de 
la viUede Paris. 1826.) 
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THE UNKNOWN ONE 

The Royal Almanack for the year 1786 gives the following 
information : ** Keeper qf the Royal Treasury : M. Savalette 
senior, Rue Saint-Honor^, above the Jacobins — M. Savalette 
de Langes, his son, deputy, same address.'^ 

M. Savalette senior, who bore the Christian names of Charles 
Pierre, was bom in 1716. An honorary member of the 
Coimcil of State and ex-intendant of Tours, he was loaded 
with royal favours and received, from 1752, in addition to 
the revenues of his office, a pension of 4000 livrcs (i?160) 
from the King'*s privy-purse. His son likewise enjoyed the 
entire confidence of the Court, which he little merited if we 
are to believe the Abbe BarruePs Histoire du Jacob'mvfmv. 
He was, in fact, the correspondent in Paris of the German 
Uluminaiu who, as everybody knows, played a considerable 
role in the preparation of the revolutionary movement. This 
man Savalette, according to Barruel, " was mixed up in all 
sorts of mysteries and plots,"" He established in the Rue de 
la Sourdiere a brilliant lodge where agreeable fetes were given, 
ruled over by a secret committee, which governed all the 
disciples of Weishaupt, Swedenborg, and Saint-Martin, 
affiliated to illuminism. We possess details on the subject of 
this secret committee which are, perhaps, somewhat vulgarly 
picturesque. For instance, nobody was allowed to cross the 
threshold of the room in which it was holding its sittings, 
and two "terrible brothers,**^ with drawn swords, defended 
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the door of the sanctuary. It was also Savalette de Langes 
who, in order to reform Uie lodge of the Rue de la Sourdiere, 
brought to Paris Comte de Saint-Grermain and Cagliostro, 
thaumaturgists who had a great influence on secret societies, 
on the eve of 1789. 

These details are rumours rather than historical facts, for 
authentic documents bearing on these ever obscure points are 
lacking. But an established fact would lead one to believe 
that Barruel was right in giving the Keeper of the Royal 
Treasury the title of " ardent revolutionary.*" During the 
whole of the Revolution, Barere, who was little suspected of 
moderation, lived ^^ at the house of his friend Savalette, Rue 
Saint-Honore."" ^ — ^The house now bears the number 852. — 
When Savalette was accused of having lent Comte d'^Artois, 
in 1791, a sum of five million francs, which enabled him to 
emigrate, Barere interceded with the Commune for his host, 
who was already imprisoned, and succeeded in saving him 
from the scaffold. 

Moreover, Savalette de Langes ardently served the Revolu- 
tion. He was one of the most influential officers of the 
National Guard and one of the five commissaries of the PubUc 
Treasury appointed by the Convention. This personage, 
whose history, in short, is rather suspicious, died in 1798.* 

Now, at the beginning of the Restoration, there lived in 
Paris a woman who claimed to be the natural daughter of 
this former Court banker. She had assimied the names of 
Henriette Jenny Savalette de Langes, and made much of the 
disinterestedness shown by her father in emptying his coflers 
for the benefit of Comte d^Artois. This fine action, she said, 
had ruined him : he had died bankrupt through fidelity to 
his princes — which was not true. But the Restoration did 
not inquire very closely into these statements. Jenny 
Savalette, who knew neither where she was bom nor the 
name of her mother, obtained, in addition to two pensions,^ 

* Bar^re'a M^moires. 

'^ The Due de Gacte, in his M^moirea, several times mentions the name 
of Savalette de Langes, who was his coUeacnie on the Treasury Committee. 

* General list o/pennianers on the old civU list. Paris, 1833 : *' Savalette 
Delanges (Henriette Jenny), spinster. Daughter of the former pay- 
master-general of the Royal Treasury. Amount of the pension, 800 
francs." 
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the management of the Villejuif post-office, and, later, the 
concession of an apartment at the Chdteau de Versailles. 

This good rojralist was exceedingly pious. Before being 
lodged at the King^s expense she had stayed as a lady 
boarder at Abbaye-aux-Bois, and then with the sisters of 
Saint-Hiomas-de-Villeneuve. She also lodged for some 
months at the Saint-M aur convent and with the Ursulines of 
Saint-Germain-en-Laye. Received into the most select 
royalist society of Paris, she was looked upon as a woman of 
true virtue and great intelligence. Her friends reproached 
her with only one defect — a kind of ambulatory mania which 
impelled her to remove continually. I possess a list of her 
abodes from 1814 to 1858, and it would fill, if printed, three 
octavo pages. Jenny passed from the Marais to the Saint- 
Sulpice quarter, from the Saint-Sulpice quarter to the 
Faubourg Saint-Germain, then returned to the Marais, 
whence she emigrated to the Faubourg Saint-Denis, changing 
her residence almost every three months and occupjring four 
or five different houses in succession in the same street. 
From 1824 to 1832 she was established at Versailles ; ^ but 
when the alterations undertaken by Louis Philippe deprived her 
of her apartment she recommenced her peregrinations in Paris. 

In short, she seemed unhappy. Brilliant proposals of 
marriage had been made to her, and two were on the point of 
being realised when they were suddenly broken off. She 
remained, therefore, a spinster. Known to be poor, people 
overwhelmed her \*'ith presents, the most acceptable to her 
being toilet articles and dresses, which she altered to fit her 
figure.* She wrote a "good deal, in a large, effeminate, almost 
illegible hand, which caused all her correspondents to complain. 
She exercised her wits in rendering service, finding situations 
for servants, even obtaining money for people in embarrassed 
circumstances ; and in doing this showed an abnegation and 

* Her apartment at the Chateau was situated — **Cour de Marbro, 
staircase No. 13 ; second floor, door No. 66." 

'^ **To Mademoiselle Savalctte : This dress was made several years ago, 
hut it has never been worn. By adding a flounce, as good a match as 
powibie, and placing the trimming over the joining, I think it will fit 
Mile. 8avalette, who, in addition, will choose the sleeves she thinks fit to 
add. I do not wish her to know me and still less to guess at my identity." 
{SavaUUe'a Pajttn,) 
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devotion for which she received much gratitude. A lady 
with a great name always wrote to her as " My Dear AngeL" 
Her whole conduct was irreproachably respectable. More- 
over, she was not without influence, and, although a down- 
right Legitimist — on which she greatly prided herself — she 
contrived to interest Queen Amelie in her lot. Later, she 
appears to have been on friendly terms with Prince Louis, 
who afterwards became Napoleon III. 

Little by little, however, her fine connections were lost 
Although the date of her birth had alwap been a mystery to 
her, she felt she had grown old, so retired to Versailles, where 
she spent her time in removing. In April, 1858, she went 
to reside at 11, Rue du Marche-Neuf. A few days later, on 
May 4th, she took to her bed, although her condition did not 
seem to present the slightest gravity, her needs, as she always 
lived without a servant, being attended to by two charitable 
neighbours. On the morning of May 6th, these women, on 
entering her room, foimd her crouched inanimate at the foot 
of the bed, rolled in a long nightdress which completely 
covered her, and her face encircled by the cap which she 
usually wore indoors. Mile. Savalette de Langes was dead. 
The body was replaced on the bed ; the midecin des morts was 
called in, verified the death, and wrote out a burial certificate. 

While the Justice of the Peace was affixing seals on the 
furniture, Dame Dompmartin and Demoiselle Bohy prepared 
to lay out the corpse. Suddenly they uttered a cry. . . They 
had discovered that the decectsed wets a man ! 

Called to witness the fact, the magistrate interrupted his 
operations; a message was sent to the registry of births, 
where the death certificate had already been drawn up ; the 
doctors were called in again, and the imperial procurator 
intervened. Highly improbable though the thing seemed, 
the evidence had to be accepted, so, after the first — annulled 
— certificate, the entry of the death of an unknown man who 
bore the name of Henriette Jenny Savalette de Langes ^ was 
inscribed on the registers of the Mairie. 

* Extract fr(ym the Register of Deaths for the town of VeraailUa in the year 
1858: 

"Thanday, May 6th, noon, death certifioate of an unknown man who 
bore the name of Henriette Jenny Savalette Delange, bachelor, without 
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The house in which this astonishing scene occurred is 
situated on a little square, planted with trees, in the Saint- 
Louis quarter. A corridor leads to a narrow courtyard, 
encompassed on three of its sides by buildings, and on the 
fourth, to the right, by a wall, above which appear the tops 
of the trees of a neighbouring garden. The windows of the 
apartment occupied by Savalette are on the first floor, at the 
bottom of the courtyard, facing the passage ; the apartment 
is composed of a bedroom with two windows, a smaller dining- 
room, and a kitchen without a window, near the front door. 
The rental in 1858 was fifteen francs a month. 

In these two rooms, which he occupied, however, only for a 
few days, Savalette had accumulated a ** cracked, worm-eaten, 
shaky, dilapidated, cranky, expiring*" collection of pieces of 
furniture, like that of the Maison Vauquer — an extraordinary 
assemblage of things beggaring description: Empire arm- 
chairs with the Utrecht velvet so worn that the horsehair 
was coming out, Louis XVI. bergeres covered with blue silk 
shreds, a sofa without a back, two fine clocks. ... A quilt, 
hung up at the window, did duty for a curtain ; silk dresses 
lay about on the furniture, among staved-in casks, dirty linen, 
and broken plates. When the Justice of the Peace entered 
this filthy hole to affix the seals, he made an inventory of the 
following things which he foimd in a cupboard : a yellowish 
muslin dress, a bolster, some sugar, some picture-frames, a 
plaster mask, some torn pants, a quantity of old fringes and 
ribbons, a broken cellaret, some saucepans, some sugar-tongs, 
a Nile green dress, a copy of F Esprit de Bourdaloue^ a bouquet 
of flowers in a wooden frame, and a pewter syringe. Each 
piece of furniture as it was opened contained a surprise. In 
a mahogany desk, ornamented with brass, was found, among 
shreds of stuffs, a Louis XIV. quilt, a magnificent piece of silk 
guipure, and SI ,000 francs (^840) in bank-notes. Out of an 
old trunk came some violet moir(^ dresses and 8,940 francs 
{,£^7 12*. 6d.) in gold. And so the inventory continued 

prcjfesRion, born at (the place of birth could not be indicated) in the year 
1786, who died to-dJay, at two o'clock in the morning, at his residence, at 
VersaiUes, Rue du March6-Neuf, No. 11. Witnesses: Antoino Octavo 
Ramin, clerk of the peaoe (southern canton of this town). — Louis Jauquet, 
linen diraper, Rue Royale, 25." 
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— rags, broken sunshades, flat-irons, skirts in puoe, grey, blue, 
white, and figured silk. . . . The opening of a small box 
brought to light memorandums of purchases on the Stock 
Exchange, Civil List pension deeds, a Government annuity 
receipt for 3,000 francs (d£^120), a second for 1,600 francs 
(cf'eO), a third for 500 francs {£20% and others, making a 
total of 6,350 francs' (i?214) worth of Government stock. 
Then was discovered a number of empty bottles, hat-rails, 
chemises, chimney-boards, hats, bonnets, broken tables, stools 
without legs, broken dishes, bits of tin, and wadded silk 
pelisses.^ . . . One thing causes surprise — ^the inventory 
contains no mention of razors. 

Such were the surroimdings of this unknown one. But 
imagine what must have been the existence of the man who 
lived alone in this apartment resembling the shop of a 
second-hand clothes dealer, amidst this accumulation of 
miscellaneous objects. His life during the day needs no 
explanation. Although he troubled himself little over the 
cares of his household, he was, however, obliged to attend to 
his wants, and he went out to make his purchases. Quite a 
number of inhabitants of Versailles recollect this tall, skinny 
woman with hard features, surroimded by a sinister black 
bonnet the ruches of which covered her forehead and cheeks. 
She walked through the streets — sometimes followed by a troop 
of cheery boys — raising her eyes towards the notices of apart- 
ments to let, entering the tobacconists, the baker's, or 
the pork-butcher's, ever taciturn, suspicious, and uneasy in 
manner. But in the evening, in his room, when he had had 
his meal and drunk his litre of wine — the remains of a stock 
of wine and some empty bottles were foimd in his cellar — when 
the unoccupied hours commenced, what must have been the 
thoughts of this man who, for a long time past, had neither 
written nor received letters, nor read the newspapers ? With 
what feelings of remorse were his thoughts absorbed, what 
agony of mind, what recollections kept him on the alert? 
We can picture him sitting, motionless, on one of his 

' Inventory made after the death of an unknown man, knovm as the 
Demoiselle Savalette de Langc, July 24th, 1858. 
Office of Me. Finot, notary at Versailles, 2, Plaoe Heche. 
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dilapidated arm-chairs, his eyes fixed on the gathering dark- 
ness, intently listening to noises in the street, a prey to the 
terror of a nightmare similar to that which Victor Hugo 
attributed to Jean Valjean. What mysterious conflict went 
on in his brain ? The closed door of his past reopened in 
the solitude ; he lived over again his stolen life ; he must 
have been haunted by the spectre of the stranger, of the man 
he would have been had he not entombed his real personality 
under a stone which was never to be raised. 

On May 8th, after a service at the church of Saint-Louis, his 
body was taken to the cemetery. The State, which inherited 
his property, expended S frs. 50 over the burial. Two months 
later a bill, which delighted the idlers of Versailles, was 
posted up on the house, annoimcing the^SALE (rfter the decease 
of the man who^ during his lifetime^ was known by the name of 
Mile. Henriette Jenny Savalette de I^anges. Readers 
made merry over the enumeration of goods added by the 
auctioneer : numerous articles of a womar^s wardrobe^ includ- 
ing thirty dresses^ most of them of silk j etc. 

The famous royal quilt was bought in by the State, and 
now lies on Louis XIV.''s bed. The Imperial Procurator, the 
Police Commissary, the Justice of the Peace, and the notaries 
exercised their wits in trying to discover, in the heap of 
letters with which the furniture was crammed, an indication 
likely to throw light on the mystery of this surprising 
existence. Every paper was carefully numbered and read ; 
but nothing was learnt, and the enigma remained unsolved. 

An old proverb declares that a god watches over drunkards. 
Historical investigators must surely also be protected by a 
special providence. One day I set out for Versailles, not with 
the object of imearthing Savalette's secret after forty years, 
but at any rate to collect at the house which he occupied and 
in the neighbourhood some tradition or evidence less open to 
saspicion than the details published at the time of his death 
by the newspapers of the department of Seine-et-Oise. 

On entering upon an inquiry of this nature, you must arm 
yourself with patience and a philosophical spirit. You 
must bravely face the scornful "we don'^t know anything 
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about that *" of lawyers'* and r^istrars'* clerks, be unabashed 
by the gaze of solemn notaries who take you for an 
inheritance hunter, and be careful not to stammer unduly 
when the time comes to explain your business to an oflbaal 
whom it is easy to see you are disturbing. ^ Monsieur,^ you 
say, ^^ Fm trying to find some information oonoeming a 
woman . . . who was a man, and about whom I possess (mly 
very vague details. ....'" That is the critical moment : you 
are the object of suspicious glances and questions for which 
you are unprepared, such as, ^ Why do you inquire ? ^ or, 
** Are you a member of the family P'' To state that you are 
inquiring through mere curiosity arouses suspicion and closes 
the source of information. But what matter! It is the 
element of danger which attracts those who are omvinced, 
and nobody would be a tamer if wild beasts were without 
teeth or claws. 

My first inquiry was made at the r^istrar'^s ofBoe, where I 
obtained the unknown one^s death certificate — my basis for 
investigation. I then went to the Chamber of Notaries, to 
the Bureau des Domaines, to the office of the Justice of the 
Peace, and to the clerk of the Northern Canton, who sent 
me to the clerk of the Southern Canton. At the office of 
the last-named I discovered the document relating to the 
affixing of seals at Savalette^s residence, an official report of 
evidence ascertained after his death, and the inventory of his 
last ready-money accounts and stock-receipts. Better still, I 
found there the names and addresses of witnesses, notaries, 
auctioneers, bailiff's men, and even neighbours who had be»i 
examined by the Imperial Prociu^tor — all people who were 
doubtless dead, but whose relatives or successors might still 
be able to furnish information. And so, with beating heart, 
I went from door to door, secretly hoping as I rang at the 
bell that nobody was at home, repeating to each person who 
came, with the simple air of a man who smiles at his own 
mania, the terrible introduction to my business. ^Fve 
called on the subject of a woman . . . who was a man.^ But 
I will cut the story short, for this recital is only interesting 
in so far as it is connected with the history of the documents 
sought for, and proves their authenticity. 
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After many hours^ investigation, I finally called upon Me. 
Moussoir, a distinguished member of tiie ' Versailles bar. 
The treasure was in his possession — all the papers found in 
Savalette^s apartment, her accounts, statements of purchases 
of French Government stock, Icroe letters which she had 
received^ rough drafts of her letters, a detailed inventory of 
her strange collection of furniture, her petitions to the King, 
her pension certificates. ... In these incontestably truthful 
documents, so picturesque that in reading them we ask 
ourselves if we are not the victims of an hallucination, 
Savalette^s life was recorded. 

What ! In spite of detectives, tribunals, and agents of all 
sorts paid to assure the normal and regular working of the 
established order of things, there existed, in the nineteenth 
century, a man who, passing himself off for a woman, was 
able to take the name of a family which was not extinct ; 
obtain in that quality a certificate drawn by a notary and 
executed in his presence, signed by seven of the most honour- 
able witnesses^ and confirmed by the Court of Paris; 
announce the banns of his marriage with an officer in the 
army ; obtain three pensions on the Civil List,* a comfortable 

1 '* To the Presidents and Judges composing the Civil Court of the First 
Instance of the Seine : DUe. Jenny Savalette de Langes, living with the 
Lady Hospitallers of Saint-Thomas-de-Villeneuve, Rae de Sevres, Paris, 
has the honour to inform you that she was bom out of wedlock in Uie year 
1786, that she lost her father, M. Charles Pierre Paul Savalette de Lunges 
when very young, and that since, her efforts to discover the residence of 
her mother have been fruitless. She solicits the homologation of a 
certificate drawn by a notary, which shall replace a birth certificate. 

'* The Court grants the homologation, but regards the designation of the 
father named as null and void, since the applicant is an illegitimate child 
who does not appear to have been recognised by her father, and, 
consequently, the latter should not be indicated." 

The witnesses who signed the certificate were: 1, Mme. Jeanne 
Marguerite Derly, wife H M. Ir^n^ Charles Delaby, gentleman, 7, Rue 
Orenier-Saint-Lftfare ; 2, M. Denis -Elie Lefrotter Delezeveme, employed 
at the Saint-Lazare account department, 117, Faubourg Saint-Denis; 

3, M. Pierre Corbin de Saint-Marc, property owner, 6, Rue du Pot-de-Fer ; 

4, Mme. Marguerite Julie de Saint- Alae, wife of the above-named Corbin 
de Saint-Marc; 5, Mme. Louise Emilie Picot Dampierre, wife of M. 
Quillaume Gervais, Marquis de Vernon, equerry, commander of the Kins's 
stables, livins at the Place du Carrousel, Paris ; 6, M. Quillaume Gervais, 
Marquis de Vernon ; 7i M. Ln6n^ Charles Hippolyte Delaby, gentleman, 
7, Rue Grenier-Saint-liuEare. 

' ** Ist, Villejuif Post-Office, producing an income of 1200 francs (£48) ; 
2nd, an annual pension of 500 mncs {£&) granted to Mile. Savalette de 
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apartment at the Palace of Versailles, and, pretending to be 
poor, amass a personal fortune which may be estimated at 
<j£^,000 ? Balzac^s Vautrin was very inferior to the adventurer 
Savalette de Langes. Note that the former or the latter — whidi 
you like — did not apply to poor and easily duped people. 
This ^^good Demoiselle de liuiges,'" had illustrious friends; 
her usual correspondents were the Due de Luynes, Mile, de 
Polignac, Mar^chale Macdonald, and the Duchesse de k 
Rochefoucauld, who even put her down in her wilL And you 
must not imagine that she obtained the protection of these 
great people by b^ging for it ; not so, she spoke very loud 
and in an insolent tone. In the letters whidi she received 
excuses were made for unintentionally wounding her suscepti- 
bility, although she herself was full of harshness and would not 
pardon]the slightest want of respect 

The story of this man contains charming details. Tlie 
false Savalette was rich ; but she was thought to be poor, and 
had to continue to appear so. Never did she dare to have a 
dress made at a dressmaker^s or risk the indiscreet trying-on 
of a gown. She dressed herself, therefore, on the cast-off 
clothes of her friends — hence the large number of silk petti- 
coats discovered in her wretched lodging. As to the histoiy 
of her engagement — or rather her two engagements, for she 
was loved successively by an official in the Poor Law depart- 
ment and by a major in the infantry, named Lacipiere ^ — it is 

Langes, as a reward for her services, out of the King's privv-piine oo 
September 27th, 1S25 ; 3rd, a pension of 500 francs granted by the Kii^ oo 
May 5th, 1829, to Mile. Savalette de Langes as a reward for the servioei 
of M. Savalette, with enjoyment of it from January 1st, 1819." 

' Nothing is more extraordinary than Savalette's liaison with Ladpi^ 
a liaison the phases of which can ie followed by means of the letters ol the 
latter found among Savalette's papers. The first were written in 180 
and, at the outset, were merely affectionate. Their relations began with 
a loan of 800 francs (£32) which Savalette made or, to be more correci» 
forced on the officer. This sum became Uie pivot of Uie wbc4e iatrigos^ 
the ol^'ect of which is incomprehensible. Tne officer was bnideiied with 
other debts, so Savalette proposed to become his onique creditor, paying 
everything if he oonsentea to marry her. Lacipiere was quite agreeafafe 
to the payment of his debts, but wanted them settled b^/Sn the 
marriage, hence discussions, reproaches, quarrels, &c. The foUowing an 
a few extracts from Lacipi^re's letters to Savalette : 

"My interview with you has disclosed a secret which has deeply 
grieved me. . . But I persist in my determination and will marry yoa 
as soon as I have received a letter from my mother. This letter will bs 
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bewildering and tragic. The officer after an engagement of 
sixteen years, during which there were perpetual breakings-ofT, 
reconciliations, and supplications, appears to me to have killed 
himself in despair ! As soon as he was dead, Savalette, ^^ who 
considered herself,^ she said, ^^ as his widow,"*^ demanded from 
his relatives, in threatening terms, the money which she had 
lent him. 

It is impossible to give this strange figure his true name. 
But what can positively be asserted is that ^^ this good Mile. 
de Langes,^ in spite of the affection which she inspired in so 
many people, had neither tenderness, nor shame, nor heart, 
nor human respect of any kind. 

Who was he ? 

I must explain that on the document certifying the placing 
of seals on his residence, the name Louis XVII. is written in 
red pencil. 

some time in arriving, for my eldest brother, who ia the head of the 
family, must be consulted, and at the present time he is not at Sarlat. 
Your promise to assist me to pay my creditors at the early part of this 
week has definitely won my heart. 1 am writing in bed, to which I am 
kept partly through laziness and partly because of an indisposition the 
cause of which is common to both of us." (?) 

December 6th, 1831 : ** What! after informing some of my creditors that 
they would be paid during the week, you go back on your promises and 
tcdl me that you cannot make any more payments ! . . . Unexpected and 
painful as was the disclosure which you made to me on the subject of your 
Dirth, I have nevertheless persisted in my proposal to marry you." 

December 16th, 1831 : ** Time has had no effect on my feelings towards 
you, feelings which you have inspired in my breast for several years past." 

February 2nd, 1832 : '* Permit me to tell you that it is quite impossible to 
continue my relations with you, for they daily become more insupportable. 
You not only delight in heapins reproaches, threats, and insults upon me, 
but yon make every effort to disgrace me. In spite of everything ... I 
am ready to do anything you require. Our union depends on you alone, 
for my mother, who knows everything, is not opposed to it, S you will 
immediately give me the wherewithal to pay my creditors in the 
rMomcDt." 

The correspondence, full of alternate declarations of love, breakings off, 
and demands for money, continued until 1839. As soon as Lacipi^re tries 
to escape from him, Savalette, who knows he is at bay, offers him money, 
which is accepted. When, touched by this kind act, he speaks of 
discharging his debt by marrying her, she demands the sums which have 
been lent and threatens to inform his colonel. Thus, during sixteen years 
did Savidette harass this wretched man, whose last letter was as follows : 

August, 1839 : " I am resigned to all your persecutions, for you appear 
to me to be implacable I Every day I weep bitter tears through having 
known you. Ah ! cursed be the day on which I first met you I " 
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The rumour of Savalette^s identity with the prisoner of 
the Temple passed from mouth to mouth in Versailles in 
1858. The hypothesis that this mysterious personage, whose 
age was much the same as that of the Dauphin, who was 
pensioned by the Restoration, lodged in the Chfiteau, 
and in relations with frequenters of the Tuileries, was the 
son of Louis XVI. was seductive to superficial minds. But 
the supposition will not bear examination. It is difficult to 
imagine the Intimate King of France abandoning his crown 
for a pension of 800 francs (<£S2), and forcing himself uselessly 
to reside, dressed as a woman, without ever a word of 
complaint, or regret, without an allusion to his past, in the 
palace where he had lived as a child. 

The mystery is certainly other than that. Tliou^ 
nothing in the enormous heap of Savalette^s papers throws 
light on his personality, they furnish nevertheless a few vague 
indications. He was, without a doubt, an anxious, suspicious 
man, haunted by the fear of being unmasked, employing 
every hour of his life in establishing a sort of social alibi, like 
Jean Valjean or Vautrin. This man had committed a crime 
and was hiding himself — such is the impression which the 
mind receives, without it being quite satisfied, however, for we 
can no longer suppose, as formerly, that after having killed 
a daughter of the ex-keeper of the royal treasury, in order to 
obtain possession of her papers, the murderer was obliged to 
change his sex, so as not to lose the benefit of his crime. 
The supposition falls to the ground on the simple statement 
that Savalette possessed no family papers, and that it was 
only by means of stratagems, lies, and forgeries, the whole 
genesis of which can be followed, that his social state was, 
at last, in a way regularly established. 

Moreover, there is a love letter which an admirer sent him in 
the Year XII.^ He was, therefore, already a wmian at that date, 

' The text of this letter is as foUows : 

<' Wednesday, June Sth, Year XII. I did not dare, my dear frieod, to 
bring your veil myself, but I counted on returning it to you this momiqi^ 
I am very sorry to have kept you waiting for it : it ret\uii8 to its mistran 
covered with a thousand kisses which I sQmoet thought I was giving to Um 
one I love. This evening, exactly at eight o'clock, I shall be seated on the 
boulevard, between the Rue Montmartre and the Rue da Saotier, at the spot 
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when, if we are to believe the certificate drawn up by a notary, 
he would be only eighteen years old, which would be making 
him a very precocious, though terribly precautious, murderer. 

Then we must take into account this famous certificate 
signed by seven witnesses, and not the lowest in social 
position, who, in 18S0, took oath "that they were well 
acquainted with Mile. Jenny Savalette de Langes ; that they 
knew she was bom out of wedlock in 1786, her father being 
M. Charles Pierre Paul Savalette de I^ianges, long deceased, 
and whilst the said lady was a child; and that they had 
never been able to discover either her birthplace, or the name 
and residence of her mother.*" 

This was precisely the story which she herself had told 
them. Yet among these seven dupes, a few at least must 
have known her — as a girl — for a long time past, since they 
bore witness to the alleged fact. 

Later, when she had to produce her baptismal certificate, on 
the publication of her banns, a fresh difficulty arose. 
Savalette made out that she had been baptised a very long 
way off^ and as she had no certificate, a paper signed by the 
lady superior of Abbaye-aux-Bois took its place. 

How was it that so many irregularities never aroused 

where you saw my undo the other day. Thenco we can go anywhere you 
like. FareweU, sweetheart. I oannot say more. I heartily embrace you. 

"To MUe. Jenny Savalette, Paris." 

It is needless to point out, however, that this letter, as regards the 
date on which Savalette took to wearing female dress, proves nothing. It 
may, in fact, have been forged by Savalette himself, to be shown or 
found amons his papers in case of a domiciliary visit. . . What leads mo to 
believe this is the fact that June 8th, Year XII., fell on a Friday^ and not on 
a Wednesday, This man is enveloped in mystery. What, again, is one to 
think of the following letter, undated and only signed by a paraph : 

*' To MUe. de Savalette, Hue des Vieux- Augustins : 

**. . . Instead of going to Passy to-day, I must go to my manufactory, 
and thaU not return until about nine o'clock. How shall I arrange to see 
you this evening ? There is an easy way of writing to me from wnere you 
are— namely, fasten a little stone to your letter and throw it over the 
trellis-work. If I were younger I should say that love is over fertile in 
expedients ; but friendship, although calmer, has also its little inventions. 

" If, on my return at nine o'clock, you are at home, I will appear at my 
window, ana we can meet at your post, whence I will bend my steps. I 
will make a Bign that I'm going out and vou will also leave the house. A 
few notes on my violin will be the signal." 

The date of this letter must be Frimaire, Year XIII., for only at that 
time did Savalette lodge at 28, Rue des Vieux- Augustins. 
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suspicion ? Why did no one take it into his head, if only out 
of affectionate interest — she had so many friends in good 
positions ! — to dear up the mystery of her birth ? Why, 
taking a name which, evidently, was not ];iis, did the unknown 
one of Versailles choose that of Savalette de Langes ? Why 
did this name serve as a title to the favours of the Bourbons, 
since it was notorious that the former keeper of the royal 
treasury had been the friend and host of the regicide Barere, 
and an ardent partisan of the Revolution ? 

I repeat that nothing in the numerous letters found at 
Savalette^s enables these questions to be answered. But a few 
lines of his writing, traced on a scrap of paper, may lead to 
the solution of the problem. 

These lines take the form of a sort of imprecation which 
Savalette addressed to himself in a remorseful moment ; its 
terms are violent and sometimes ribald, and it contains such 
phrases as these : 

" The day has at last arrived on which I am going to tear 
off the veil which covers your terrible iniquities. Tremble, 
eternal sinner . . . , tremble lest I reveal to this world, which 
is seeking for you, the execrable monster who appproaches 
it. . . . Do you not see that aU who surround f/ou are beginning 
to guess the enigma oft/our hypocri^ ? . . . You are horribly 
disgasting; the filth which covers your hideous body will 
cause it soon to fall into shreds ; so I advise you to cleanse 
yourself — your bleared eyes, rotten teeth, and foul mouth. . . . 
Farewell, old monster, whom demons vomited on to the 
earth . . . return to Orleans to sell your cheeses and salads. 
Once more, farewell, old Michel!"^ 

Must we attempt to read between the lines of this savagely 
eloquent testament, which is not without a sort of sinisttf 
grandeur? If so, the point to be cleared up is whether, 
during the closing years of the eighteenth century, some 
young market-gardener of the suburbs of Orleans, bearing 
the Christian name of Michel, disappeared from the district 
after some crime. . . . Ever3rthing is to be found in the 
record offices. Solvers of riddles, take notice! After all, 
this rebus is as good as those which family periodicals set 
before unoccupied CEdipuses. 
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II 

THE MAN-WOMAN 

I coNXLUDKD the mysterious histoiy of this unknown man, 
at the time of its first publication, with the above note of 
interrogation. Although several persons assured me that the 
enigma was sufficiently interesting to merit elucidation, I was 
much at a loss to find a solution to the problem, and, notwith- 
standing certain interesting but — perhaps designedly — 
vague communications, which some obliging corre$pondents 
made to me, I had given up all hope of finding one. But 
chance — that divinity before whom historical searchers should 
bend the knee — was kind enough to intervene and place me 
in a position to raise the mask under which this strange 
adventurer thought he had for ever concealed his real person- 
ality. 

Everything leads me to suppose (an author'^s self-conceit 
asfdsting me) that a very large number of readers anxiously 
await this revelation. TTie others will perhaps take a pleasure 
in running over the scenario of the life of "this good 
Mademoiselle de Langes,'*' so pious, so well placed in the 
royalist society of the Restoration, who was twice asked in 
marriage, whose banns were even announced, whom all 
Governments, from Louis XVIII. to Napoleon HI. pensioned 
as the daughter of a former banker of the Royal Treasury, 
and who, on her death in a wretched apartment in Versailles, 
wa*? found to be a man, without anyone being able to suggest 
even a reasonable hypothesis for the motives of her ancient 
imposture. 

Unfortunately, the anecdote is on the border-line between 
history and indiscretion, so readers will understand the feeling 
of restraint which obliges me to indicate most of the names 
which have been given to me merely by initials. Those who 
are in the secret — some there are who know everything — will 
alone be judges of the truth of my narrative ; I ask others to 
trust my word. 
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In 1792, there lived in Paris a certain M. Savalette de 
Langes, brother or cousin of a banker of the Royal Treasury, 
who, in the early days of the Revolution, had lent seven 
million francs to the brothers of Louis XVL This Savalette 
was a widower, and he had a daughter named Jenny, who was 
then from twelve to fourteen years of age. As there was nothing 
to keep him in Paris, and as, like all those whose aristocratic 
names held them up to public hatred, he did not feel safe 
there, he decided to allow the worst part of the revolutionary 
storm to blow over, and withdraw, with his daughter, to 
Versailles, until calmer times came. Versailles was, however, 
as agitated as Paris, so M. Savalette, after a few weeks^ stay, 
determined to take refrige in Brittany, whence, should 
prudence coimsel such a step, they could easily get abroad. 

Father and daughter set off on their journey by easy 
stages. At one of their first stopping places (which, possibly, 
was Orleans) they made the acquaintance, at the inn, of 
a young man, distinguished in manners and quick-witted, 
who, seeking his fortune, was very anxious for lucrative 
adventures. To facilitate the narrative, I will call him 

B , although this initial is not that of the name — authentic 

or borrowed — under which he introduced himself. 

B , seeing the embarrassment of Savalette and his 

daughter, who were not over certain towards what goal they 
were directing their steps, offered to guide them, boasting 
that he knew every comer of Brittany, his native place, and 
undertaking to direct the fugitives, without mishap, to 
Saint-Malo, and thence, if need be, to the Channel Islands. 
Savalette thankfully accepted, and they set off on the 
journey. The coast was reached in a few days^ time. All 

along the route B adroitly removed difficulties arising 

through their want of passports and the sharp eye whid 
certain municipalities kept over travellers. His skill in getting 
out of scrapes, his assurance, even his loquacity inspired the 
greatest confidence in Savalette, whose faint-heartedness was 
an easy prey to such a shrewd companion. 

Saint-Malo was crowded with Breton nobles and refractory 
priests, all ready to cross the sea to escape the political 
cataclysm which could then easily be foreseen. Among 

72 



SAVALETTE DE LANGES 

these prospedjye emigrants was Mile. Jeanne Franfoise de 
T c, ahnost a chfld, who, under the care of an old family 
servant named Robin, had come from lower Brittany. The 
Marquis de T c, her father, well informed as to the 
insurrection which was fomenting in Brittany, decided to 

emigrate; but, detained at the Chateau de Br on 

account of the health of his wife, who was about to become 
a mother, he had ordered Robin to set off in advance in 
company with Jeanne Fran^oise, and take up their residence 
at Plymouth, where he and the Marquise would join them 
as soon as the latter^s health allowed her to make a sea 
journey. 

Jeanne Francois de T c and Jenny Savalette de 

Langes met at the hotel, where by chance they were both 
stopping, and on account of their similarity of age became 

friends. B made active preparations for the passage of 

his companions and himself, for he had decided to follow 
them. He entered into negotiations with the owner of a 
foreign vessel who, for a good price, undertook to land them 
at Plymouth. Savalette and his daughter, Jeanne Fran9oise 

and Robin, in addition to B , who had appointed 

himself major-domo of the little band, therefore embarked 
together. 

As the English coast, after the passengers had been forty- 
eight hours on the se€i, did not appear within sight, they began 
to be anxious. The owner of the vessel — a German, who had 
been paid in advance — then confessed that it was impossible 
for him, for reasons which he set forth, to land in England ; 
that his port of register was Hamburg, and that it was 
towards Hamburg they were sailing; but that they would there 
have plenty of opportunities for reaching Plymouth. M. de 
Savalette, who was not particularly drawn towards England, 

easily consoled himself for this enforced delay. B swore 

that as soon as they reached Hamburg he would lodge 
a complaint with the Coimcil of the Hanse, but finally 
resigned himself to the situation. Robin — much put about 
over the responsibility which he was inciuring, terrified at the 

idea that M. and Mme. de T c would not find their 

dau^ter at Plymouth when they arrived there — cdone wanted 
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to force the captain to keep his engagements. A violent 
discussion took place, in the course of which the old Kreton was 
seized with a fit of rage, which degenerated into a burning 
fever. Hardly had they landed than he took to his bed, 
and died three days afterwards in an inn at Altona. 

Jeanne Fran9oise de T c therefore remained alone with 

B , Savalette, and Jenny. The two last named were 

comfortable in Hamburg, and prepared to establish themselves 

there. B undertook to inform M . and Mme. T c of 

the whereabouts of their daughter ; but, either because they 
had already left their Chateau, or because the letter did not 
reach Brittany, no reply was received. The young lady 
therefore resigned herself to living with the companions whom 
chance had thrown in her way. She was, it must be explained, 

indolent and passive in nature, and B , moreover, assured 

her that she would not long be in this position, and would 
shortly return to France. Such was the common illasion of 
all the emigrants with which Hamburg was crowded, and who 
daily expected, on opening the newspapers, to learn that the 
Revolution was over. 

Time passed, however, and M. Savalette\s resources were 
exhausted all the more quickly, as living in common with 

B and Jeanne Fran^oise imposed on him an expense 

which he had not foreseen. We know how tragic the 
situation of the emigrants became, principaUy that of those 
who took refiige in North Germany. The population had 
little sympathy for them, and often treated them as despic- 
able vagabonds ; while French law for ever closed the doors 
of their native country upon them and forfeited all their 
rights. After first of all living fairly well, Savalette and his 
companions experienced terrible poverty, living promiscuously 
in a kind of cellar, where they slept on heaps of rags. An 
additional misfortune inflicted them in the form of an 
epidemic of typhus fever which carried off M. Savalette, 
owing to want of proper medical treatment, in a few days. 

The two young ladies, henceforth alone with B , were 

themselves attacked by the malady. Mile. Savalette, haunted 
by the recollection of the enormous sums which her relative, 
the keeper of the Royal Treasury, had lent Comte d^Artois, 
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expressed her indignation at the ingratitude of the brothers 
of Louis XVI., to whom her father had several times made 

fruitless applications. On B ^'s advice, -she wrote to the 

princes, describing her poverty and imploring them to give 
her pecuniary assistance. But the letter was never answered. 
A second appeal met with no better success, and the im- 
fortunate orphan died in turn, ceaselessly repeating to her 
friend Jeanne Franfoise in her delirium : " Never forget that 
Comte d'*Artois has left me to die in poverty, and that he 
owes my family seven millions ! "^ 

Jeanne Fnui^oise did not succumb to the illness, but she 

was left without any resources. B , who was fruitful in 

expedients and little troubled by scruples, imagined that it 
would be possible for him, although Jenny was no longer 
alive, to recover all or part of the money which the Royal 
family owed the Savalettes. He wrote letter after letter 
which he signed with Jenny^s name and which, to increase 
the chances of success, were addressed to the princes no longer 
by a mere relative of the former keeper of the Royal Treasury, 
but in the name of his daughter. This fraud was without 
result. Mile, de T— c, who had been told nothing about 
this, was on the point of dying of starvation ; she was crushed 
by so many misfortunes ; she was alone, far from her parents, 
dependant on an adventurer, and too indolent not to come 
under his influence. They lived together in the promiscuous 
manner which is imposed by poverty, and with the inevitable 
result — she became his mistress. What did he exact from 
her after her fall ? Did he carry his infamy so far as to force 
the poor girl to become his bread-winner ? The sequel seems 
to answer these questions in the affirmative, although no 
authentic testimony, as one can quite understand, confirms 
the supposition. 

Nevertheless, Jeanne Fran<;oise was conscious of her degrada- 
tion : " she lost none of her family pride,*" and was seized 
with trembling at the thought of her father'^s despair should 
he chance to hear of the shameful commerce to which she 

was reduced. I must explain that the name T c is among 

the noblest names in the Breton armorial. One who bore it, 
Jeanne Fran^oise^s uncle, was one of the recognised heroes of 
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the Chouan insurrection ; and, knowing him to be one of 
those men who regard the honour of their name as sacred, 
the unfortunate woman pictured him crossing Europe to kill 
her over the body of her infamous lover. But the Revolution 
dragged on, the Directory followed on the Convention, and 
the situation of the emigrants did not improve. Mile, de 

T c, after lamenting over the impossibility of returning 

to France, now heartily wished that circumstances would keep 
her away for ever, and she resigned herself to the thought of 
dying far from Brittany, without her parents ever hearing 
her name or becoming acquainted with her dishonour. 

But Brumaire unexpectedly changed everything. Relations 
between the emigrants and France were rapidly resumed ; th^ 
breathed again, there were mutual recognitions, and news could 

be exchanged. The T c family, whidi had not left 

Brittany, made inquiries and soon learnt that Jeanne Fran^oise 
was in Hamburg. A lady finend offered to fetch the young 
lady home, her name, after some negotiations, having been 
struck off the list of the emigrants. 

B thought it was prudent to disappear, so Jeanne 

Franyoise left Hamburg and returned to Brittany. As 
one can well understand, she confided only part of her 
adventures to her parents. She herself had determined 
to expiate her sins in solitude and retirement. But- 
years slipped by and the nightmare through which she 
had passed was gradually effaced from memory. Her 
years of exile and poverty seemed so forgotten that, yield- 
ing to the entreaties of her family, and probably fearing 
that obstinacy in isolating herself would arouse suspicion, she 
consented to marry and, in 1810, became the wife of Comte 
de S R . 

The new Comtesse de S -R gained the reputation 

of being a perfect model of every virtue. What was known 
of her past misfortunes, her piety, the sort of anxious resigna- 
tion which she showed in the practice of life, and her wealthy 
position won universal respect. She devoted the greater part 
of her time to charitable works, particularly interesting her- 
self in Magdalens; and her renown for saintlincss daily 
increased. 

76 



SAVALETTE DE LANGES 

The Empire fell ; the Bourbons returned, and the resurrec- 
tion of ancient France still further improved Mme. de 

S -R ^'s position in society. She became one of the 

assiduous frequenters of the ultra-royalist court at the Pavilion 
de Marsan, and her intimacy with the Duchesse d^Angouleme 
classed her among the high personages of the royalist society 
of Paris. She and her husband and part of her family 

occupied a large mansion in the Rue de la P , in the 

Marais quarter. 

One day, in 1815, she was informed that a woman of 
modest appearance wished to speak to her. The doors of 

S R ^'s house were too wide open to the poor and 

unfortunate for this fact to astonish the countess, who gave 
orders that the visitor be shown in. A ^^ tall, thin woman 
with a circular border of hair and ample bonnet strings,^ 
which hid the contour of her face, entered the drawing- 
room and humbly introduced herself. But as soon as she 
was alone with Mme. de S R she raised her veil. 

" Dorft you recognise me ? " she asked. 

Mme. de S R stammered out a reply. . . In an 

instant her past life returned. The person before her was 

B , B dressed as a woman, B with changed 

carriage and even voice, which had become "sour and 

cracked,'^ B , unrecognisable to any other person . . . 

He immediately stated the role he intended to play. 

" I am your old friend of the days of the emigration, Jenny 
Savalette de Langes,"^ he said. " Do you remember ?^ 

If Mme. de S R had had the strength to respond, 

she would have replied that Jenny died in her arms fifteen 
years before. But she was struck dumb at the sight of 
this spectre of her years of shame, and was distracted at 
the thought of the threats which lay hidden in the few words 
just spoken by her former lover. 

B calmly set forth his plans. He explained that 

since Jeanne Franfoise had left him in Hamburg he had 
met with many reverses of fortune, and that his thoughts had 
often gone forth to the young girl with whom he had 
believed his fate was linked for life. Accordingly he had 
returned to France and taken up his residence in Paris in the 
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hope of meeting her. Nor had he forgotten the oft-repeated 
allusions made by Jenny Savalette to the millions formerly 
borrowed by Comte d^Artois, and he had a hope of making 
something out of this old story. Having assured himself, he 
said, that only distant relatives of the Savalette family, or 
those who had no title to the estate of the former Keeper 
of the Royal Treasury, were living, he had hit on the idea of 
representing himself to the princes as the direct descendant of 
their creditor. Success was certain if an authorised person 

with a good position at Court, like Mme. de S— -R j 

would consent to attest her identity and support her by 
her influence. He gave her to understand, moreover, 
that he had nothing to lose, and that in case of refusal 
he would not hesitate to make a terrible scandal which might 
prove most lucrative to him. 

The unfortunate woman, feeling that she was lost, bowed 
her head, and, to save the honour of the name which she bore, 
promised. . . . 

Such are the circumstances, as revealed to me, which led up 
to the intrusion of the impersonated Savalette upon Mme. 

de S R . Prom that day the poor womsm entered 

upon a period of torture the cruelty of which was increased 
almost every hour. She was condemned to seeing the phantom 
of the past, which she thought was buried for ever, continually 
prowl around her. Her fault — so carefully concealed from 
everyone, so forgotten by herself— assumed substantial form 
and entered into her life, which became a living lie. She had 
to deceive those whom she loved, introduce the detestable 
person to them, praise his virtues, recommend him, commend 
his claims to recognition and to the affection of her family — 
and all the time in fear and trembling lest a fatal accident 
should reveal the fraud of which she was an accomplice. 

However, the intruder played his rok with disconcerting 
skill. He had assumed the carriage, manners, figure, as well 
as the habits and occupations of a woman ; he made lace ciqM 
and did embroidery work, not without art ; he talked learnedly 
on the subject of cooking, and his recipes for enirhnets 
were much in request, and he daily went round to the r^stry 

78 



SAVALETTE DE LANGES 

offioes in search of competent servants whom he trained for 
service with pious friends and acquaintances. He was learned 
in genealogy and spoke as an expert ^^ on all the particidars of 
aristocratic families with whom he visited.*" He even showed 
a little modest coquetry and joked about lovers who, when she 
was about sixteen, had sent her love-letters, which she care- 
fully preserved and produced at the opportune moment. 

Mme. de S R ^'s connections treated Mile. Savalette 

— we will let him retain the stolen name — ^as a rather touchy 
but indulgent relative. As her face pricked a little, the 
children called her Auntie Beard. She patiently put up with 
all the little annoyances of which she was the object. Thanks 

to Mme. de S R ''s influence, she successively obtained, 

in addition to an official certificate of identity, a pension from 
Louis XVin. and another from Comte d'^Artois, both of 
whom she had not failed to remind of the services which ** her 
ancestors '^ had formerly rendered. She was also granted the 
management of the Villejuif Post-Office, and then a comfortable 
apartment at the Chateau de Versailles. Moreover, every- 
body exercised their wits in assisting this good Royalist *" who 
had been so unfortunate,"*" and who was chaperoned by the 

saintly Mme. de S R . To have suffered by the 

Revolution was at this time the best of claims to considera- 
tion. 

But can one imagine the moral tortures which Mme. de 

S R underwent, forced as she was to make a traffic of 

her respectability, her nobility, and her husband's station ? 
She was face to face with this dramatic dilemma : either reveal 
the secret which stifled her and sacrifice, by the revelation, 
the honour and repose of all her family, or degrade herself in 
her own eyes by seconding, by her silence, the wretch who was 
imposing on her with such audacious C3micism. Was this 
torture beyond her strength, and did she make up her mind 
to disclose her martyrdom, if not to her husband at any rate 
to some less directly interested adviser ? Certain facts lead 
me to think so. TTiere came a day, in fact, when a very 

marked change took place in the attitude of the S R 

family towards Savalette. He was discreetly eliminated ; one 
after another doors were closed ; and letters addressed to him 
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became shorter and colder. He was unmasked and no longer 
feared. He was not handed over to justice, however, for that 
would have made the scandal public; but he was repelled, 
shunned, and disarmed by the tacit complicity of the friends 
and relatives of his victim. This covenant of sil^ice and 
devotion, concluded to save the honour of a noble woman, is 
almost sublime, and shows how deeply she was loved. It was 
then that Savalette b^an his life of continual anxiety and 
hurried removals. He left Paris, buried himself in Versailles, 
and saw nobody; and when he died, when the doctor^s 

certificate revealed his real sex, when M. de B ^s telegram 

announcing the startling news that ^Langes was a man^ 

arrived at S R ^'s house, nobody was affected, nobody 

demanded an inquiry, everybody kept obstinately silent out of 

respect for Mma de S — - — R , who had so long and so 

unjustly suffered. 

This account has one great defect — it is unsupported by 
proofs. A few guiding-marks enable one to assert, however, 
that it coincides in a very satisfactory manner with the little 
we know of the truth. 

Besides, reduced to these proportions, the matter is only of 
very ordinary interest to us ; and that is what makes me 
think that the above narrative is perfectly true. The l^end 
of Psyche is a beautiful one ; but though as old as the world, 
it has never been a lesson to anybody. Human beings are 
tormented with a desire for knowledge, although they know 
very well that pleasure lasts only as long as there is mystery, 
and that one vanishes with the other. The story of Savalette 
as first of all related seemed so enigmatical, so compact with 
mystery, so obstinately impenetrable, that the imagination had 
perfectly free play and could satisfy all its femcies. Each 
reader embellished it as he liked. Some thought this man- 
woman was Louis XVH. ; others that he was a person com- 
promised in some dark political intrigua They agreed in re- 
garding him to be either an august victim of our revolutions 
or a great criminal who, for reasons unknown, was treated 
with consideration by all Governments. Without a doubt he 
was a hero, a lamentable or tragic hero. 
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Alas ! there is a glimmer of light and the hero vanishes ! 
And all that remains is a somewhat sorry scoundrel, such as 
we daily read of in the newspapers imder one or other of the 
titles : ** A Cunning Swindler '*' — ^^ The Exploits of an Adven- 
turer.'*" There is a mysterious attraction in the question, 
"Who was it?'' and it is one which should never be 
answered. In short, it is better not to know. Only disap- 
pointments are revealed by Psyche's lamp. 
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On Friday, March 21st, 1721, all Paris was in the streets. 

Wherever fine uniforms and pretty dresses are to be seen, 
Parisians congregate ; and on this partictdar day the sight 
was well worth seeing ; for Celeby M^^mett Effendi, 
Ambassador of the Grand Seignior, Emperor of the Tm'ks, 
was solemnly proceeding to the Tuileries to pay his respects 
to young King Louis XV. 

Mehemett Effendi left the mansion in the Rue de Toumon, 
where extraordinary ambassadors were lodged, at about nine 
o^ock in the morning. He was taken through the fine 
streets — the Rue Dauphine, the Pont Neuf, the Rue de la 
Monnaie, and the Rue Saint-Honore. A quadruple row of 
sightseers had been standing on the causeways all along the 
route since dawn, and all heads were turned towards the 
point where the cortege was to make its appearance. TTie 
rough and continuous murmur of the crowd, alternately 
rising and falling, filled this great thoroughfare of the 
city. 

Suddenly there was a great commotion among the people, 
who exclaimed, " Here they come ! " 

First came musketeers, their large cloaks covering the 
croups of their horses ; then lords of the Court, disdainful 
in their curled wigs ; and afterwards the King^s Guar(ls, 
glittering in the pale sunlight, which made swords, buttons, 
gold galloons, and arms flash and sparkle. These were 
followed by fifty Turkish officers, mounted on horses led by 
grooms from the Sultan's stables. Then, alone, the Am- 
bassador''s son advanced, bearing with outstretched hands, 
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as one would a monstrance, the Grand Seignior'^s letter, on a 
plate covered with an embroidered doth. Finally, in the 
midst of trumpeters and kettle-drummers, M^^mett Effendi 
himself appecured, surrounded by eight bearded notables. 
A tumultuous crowd of servants, soldiers, grooms, and cavalry 
completed the procession. 

At the Tuileries, the French Guard and the Swiss Guard 
were drawn up in line from the swing bridge to the grand 
staircase. The Turks descended at the bottom of the ^flight 
of stone steps and awaited the attendants, the gentlemen of 
the King^s bed-chamber, and the introducers of ambassadors, 
under whose guidance they passed through ante-chambers and 
lofty drawing-rooms ornamented with mirrors and marble. 
The doors of the gallery opened. . . . And what a dazzling 
sight was revealed ! at tlie bottom, under a dais of golden 
satin, representing a large radiant sun, on a platform with 
eight steps, behind a gilded balustrade, was sitting the King, 
dressed in a flame-coloured coat, sparkling with twenty-five 
million A'ancs'* worth of diamonds. On each side of the 
entire length of the gallery the silent Court — ^beautiful 
women in furbelows and knights of the Holy Ghost in full 
dress — was standing on crimson velvet benches. On the 
floor were large pieces of Gobelins tapestry. Violins played, 
cannon boomed at the Carrousel, and bells rang at all the 
churches. . . . The Ambassador advanced, his hand raised to 
his turban and his head tunied to one side, " which,*" notes 
IjC AlemirCy "is a mark of the deepest respect with the 
Turks.*" Then he ceremoniously made his three bows, 
almost prostrate, seeing nothing, " except,^ as he says in his 
narrative, ** that the royal child had light hyacinthine hair 
and the majestic carriage of a partridge.*" 

Back in his native land, one of the eight bearded notables 
who, on his knees, had contemplated these splendours from 
afar, dreamed of them for long afterwards, haunted by the 
recollection of the country where he had lived a few days. 
His name was Santi Lomaca. When a daughter was bom to 
him, he gave her the French name Elisabeth. As soon as tlie 
cliild'^s intelligence awakened, he spoke to her of that Western 

83 Q ft 



EOMANCES OF THE FRENCH REVOLUTION 

country whose glory shone over the world, and of that Court 
where all the graces reigned, submissive to the majesty of a 
prince who was beautiful as a young god. He provided her 
with French masters ; he had her taught the pavan and the 
minuet ; and he obtained for her the works of our poets and 
novelists. 

What a singular education this child received, brought up 
as she was to admire a dreamland which doubtless she was 
never to know ! She was already French in heart and 
imagination, and yet, necessarily, she remained Oriental in 
temperament and habits. Her youth slipped by in that 
refined solitude which Mohammedan customs impose on 
women. Whenever she went out she was always escorted by 
a group of attendants, her face hidden by a white veil inter- 
woven with gold ; she spent her days in dreaming, reclining 
on a sofa, in a cool drawing-room, with closed blinds, and 
furnished with embroidered cushions and ivory caskets, and, 
as she toyed with the gold chains which hung from her neck, 
she languidly sang Lulli'*s melodies, whilst her women faimcd 
her with large peacock-feather fans. 

On reaching a marriageable age, she refused to have a 
husband of her own nationality. Intoxicated by her fathers 
stories, she awaited the handsome lord who was to come from 
distant France to fetch her and initiate her into the 
splendours of the Court of which her imagination was fiill. 
She waited for him until she was twenty-six, and then 
married a modest Councillor to the French Ambassador, 
named Louis Chenier. Her dowry consisted of ** precious 
stones and clothes magnificently displayed."" 

This lady was the mother of Andr^ Chenier. When, at 
the age of three, he left with his parents for France, he 
already inherited from this beautiful Grecian, who had been 
brought up amidst Eastern luxurious idleness, that craving 
for the beautiful which makes a poet. The white mosques 
on the shore, the seven hills of ancient Byzantium, rising 
one above the other under the clear sky of the Bosphorus, 
and the roseate houses of Scutari, the Paradise of 
Orientals, were indelibly fixed in his memory, communicating 
the painter'^s gift and a love of glowing sensations. When, 
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from the deck of the steamer which was bearing him far from 
his native country, he saw the Grolden Horn disappear in the 
mist, Andr^ ChAiier took with him poetry for all his life — 
which was to be a short one. 

A low sky, muddy ground, narrow winding streets, leprous- 
looking houses, and smoky courtyards; everywhere the 
feverish commotion of a crowd which toils and labours; 
shouting costermongers, disputes between coachmen and 
chairmen, and an incessant noise of carriages, coaches, or 
market-gardeners^ carts; meanness of manners, arrogance 
of the rich, foolishness of the poor, and indiscreet curiosity of 
neighbours — such was Paris as it appeared to Mme. Chenier, 
As happens to everyone who has not been brought up in the 
great city, her first impression was one of deep disappoint- 
ment, a feeling of real aversion and dismal solitude. In order 
to appreciate the charm of Paris and its pecidiarpicturesque- 
ness, one must have years of experience, and that great 
suppleness of character which only Parisian life can 
produce. 

The Court, which she saw only from afar, appeared to her 
to be a sad and wearisome place, a nest of intrigues and 
short-lived ambitions. The King was old, his mistresses were 
all-powerful, and the monarchy was discredited. Mme. 
Chenier, moreover, was not entitled to appear there. 

Financial embarrassment and the prosaic duties of a house- 
hold followed on this primary disillusionment. Her husband 
had to solicit for a post, was ofiered that of Consul to the 
Emperor of Morocco, set out, and was absent seventeen years. 
When he returned to France he was a sexagenarian. 

During this separation his wife lived on the money which 
he sent her as regularly as possible, and laboriously brought 
up their five children. She remained, however, an aristocrat 
in tastes and manners. But her free mind, thoroughly con- 
vinced of its superiority, preserved, amidst the disappoint- 
ments of Parisian life, a sort of bitterness against society. 
She considered it was badly constructed, because she had not 
the place in it which, in her opinion, was worthy of her. So 
unable to go to Court, she formed one for herself, composed 
of a handful of wits, doubters, censurers, malcontents, and 
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upholders of new ideas, such as Suard, Lebrun-Findare, the 
painter David, and Palissot. They did not desire the 
destruction of the old world ; but, as men of intelligence, 
they loved to criticise it, and, without foreseeing the danger, 
hoped for the triumph of vague Utopias. 

These sciolists were then known as philosophers; nowa- 
days we call them snobs. But the race is the same, and 
many a comfortable citizen of our own times dabUes in 
socialism, without giving a thought to the terrible conflagra- 
tion which his ancestors before 1789 caused by playing with 
fire. 

These acquaintances, however, were useful to Mme. Chcnier, 
since they enabled her to place her children. She had a 
daughter, named H^ene, who, in 1786, married Comte de la 
Tour-Saint- Ygest, a man of sixty years of age. It was his 
third marriage, and from his two previous alliances there 
remained five children and a very large fortune. 

As regards Mme. Chenier'^s four sons, the eldest, Constantin 
Xavier, was, in 1781, Vice-Consul at Alicante ; the second, 
Louis Sauveur, was in the army; the third, Andre, after 
having also tried the profession of arms, got tired of garrison 
life and entered the diplomatic service under M. de la 
Luzerne, Ambassador in London ; and the last wrote 
pompous tragedies. He signed himself " le Chevalier dc 
Chenier,"" and sealed his letters with his arms, an oak and a 
tower surmounted by a star and a count\s coronet. By these 
details we shall recognise Marie Joseph, the future Jacobin 
and stem regicide. 

When the -Revolution broke out all these people threw 
themselves into the movement. Formerly, the father had 
indeed rather flattered the great to obtain a pension ; and 
the tragic poet had indeed done much bowing and scraping 
in order to have his AzSmire played before the Court. But, 
as Azemire had been hissed, and as the pension was only a 
small one, they did not consider they were bound to show 
exaggerated gratitude. Besides, they had to make haste, for 
there was a great scrimmage around the new Government, 
llie father immediately came forward as a demagogue, and 
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obtained his appointment as a member of the Watch 
Committee of the City of Paris ; Louis Sauveur, although a 
graidarme, boasted of being one of the first insurgents of 
July 12th ; and Marie Joseph wrote Charles IX. ou la Saint- 
Barihilemy^ a five-act play in which tyrants received their 
deserts. " This play,'' said Camille Dc»moulins, " advanced 
our affairs more than the days of October.*" 

Whilst his family threw in its lot with the Revolution, 
Andre remained in London, where, heedless of politics, he 
gave himself up " to diversions and errors of a decidedly wild 
nature."" But in the course of 1790 he retimied to France, 
and, as soon as he had crossed the Channel, was carried away 
by the universal enthusiasm. With such friends as Trudaine, 
Pastoret, Barthdemy, and Pange, — with the whole of France 
one might say, he foresaw the pacific triumph of philosophy, 
and " conceived a regenerated humanity, worthy of the fruits 
of liberty, and submissive to all-powerful reason.*" 

But the dream of this noble mind was of short duration. 
As soon as Andre Chenier had distinguished in the mob 
which was attacking the monarchy between sincerely ingenuous 
opponents and starving mischief-makers and hired assassins, 
he took his place in the fight. Wishing to teach the people 
that the only hope of happiness and liberty lay in the 
accomplishment of their duty, he published his Avis atix 
Franfauf. Immediately the pack of libellers whom he had 
unmasked was yelping around him. But he disdainfully 
turned away his head, and henceforth did battle with his pen. 
He wrote political articles, letters to the newspapers, reflec- 
tions on events, and addresses to the National Assembly ; he 
employed every means of bringing back the country to a 
respect for monarchical tradition. His efforts, however, were 
in vain. Too many other people had an interest in making 
things worse. Of these illusions Andre Chenier soon retained 
only the inconsolable regret that he had too easily believed, 
" not in ideas which do not mislead, but in men who exploit 
and corrupt them."" 

'^ITiis retrograde movement, the disgust which he could not 
hide on coming into contact with leaders of the Revolution, 

87 



ROMANCES OF THE FRENCH REVOLUTION 

pointed him out to the wild enthusiasts of the movement 
Camille Desmoulins denounced to his brothers : ^ A man of 
the name of Andre Chenier, more sanguinary than Marat 1"^ 
Sanguinary, indeed ! He was merely disgusted. And could 
he be anjrthing else ? Can one imagine this man of splendid 
mind following in the wake of the Chabots, the Saint- 
Hurugues, the CoUot d'Herbois, the Fabre d'^Mlglantines, the 
Heberts, and the Clootzs, — all those conceited, good-for- 
nothings who were to lead the Revolution ? He who hailed 

the birth of 

" labeUeUberU 

Alti^re, ^tiDcelante, arm^," ' 

inherited from his beautiful Greek mother recollections of his 
early childhood, and a love of what is noble, beautiful, and 
pure. He instinctively hated imbecile majorities and 
triumphant sharpers; he hated meanness, baseness, forced 
silence, and the tyranny of cynicism ; and to see his pride, 
dignity, and nobility struggling with a democracy which, 
unable to be worthy, became brutal, is one of tiie most 
poignant dramas of the Revolution. 

It is this drama which I wish to summarise. 

« « 

At the beginning of 1794 Andre Chenier took refuge at 
Versailles. He fled not because he was frightened, but in 
order to escape from the spectacle of man^s cowardice. His 
weary soul fraternised voluptuously with the marble gods, 
the dismantled porticos, and the broad pieces of water 
reflecting the clear sky. 

He resided in a house near the Satory gate, at the entrance 
to the forest, with which he lived in communion. Not fisur 
away is an ever-deserted spot which he must have loved. 
A marble statue by Bernini rises in the middle of a circular 
spot of verdure ; grassy slopes descend to an extensive piece 
of ornamental water, like a large mirror, which is com- 
manded, from the height of its triumphal terraces, by the 
admirable silhouette of the Chateau of Louis XFV. Then, 
without being spied upon, he could walk through the woods 

^ Beautiful liberty / Proud, flashing, armed. 
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to Pourrars house, where Fanny lived, at Louveciennes, 
and to Marly, where his friends, the Trudaines, had com- 
pleted that fine country house which is now owned by M. 
Victorien Sardou. Some thirty years ago the author of 
Thtrmidor collected the reminiscences of a Marly peasant 
who, as a diild, had seen Andr^ Chdnier there. 

This man^s name was Lebrun. When engaged, at the 
dose of the winter of 1794, in making a well on the Place 
du Verduron for his employer Moisseron, he received a visit 
from ** Monsieur Trudaine,*" who, being interested in his work, 
came to see what progress he had made, accompanied by 
^ Monsieiur Chanier, a dumpy little man with a tanned com- 
plexion, glowing eyes, a square face, and an enormous head. 
He often walked from Versailles and returned in the evening, 
unless he slept at his friends^ house.^ In the latter case he 
occupied a bedroom on the first floor, which still exists, and 
the delicate decoration of which has been piously preserved. 

It was in this Versailles retreat that Andr^, through some 
secret channel, heard, early in March 1794, of the imminent 
arrest of his friend Pastoret. He immediately set out for 
Passy, where, at the house of his wife*'s parents, Pastoret had 
taken refiige. 

Without a thought of the danger he was running, Andre 
crossed the Pare de St. Cloud and the Bois de Boulogne, 
passing the first houses of Pasvsy at about eight o'^clock at 
night. He hoped, under cover of the darkness, to slip into 
PastoreVs house without being seen, persuade his finend to 
follow him, and return to Versailles. But Pastoret was no 
longer in Passy. Andre was received by two weeping ladies, 
Mmes. Pastoret and Piscatory. He sought to reassure 
them, and pressed them to flee ; offered to go to the coach 
office and order a cab ; and said that in an hour they would 
be in his small apartment at Versailles, near the woods, safe 
from all domiciliary visits. 

But suddenly knocks were heard at the door. A patrol 
was in ftt>nt of the house. A voice shouted : " Open, in the 
name of the nation ! '" 

Such were the prophetic words which every suspected 
person at the time of tiie Terror awaited in constant anguish 
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— words of which one dreamed at night, if, perdhanoe, the 
day^s anxieties found in sleep any respite. The proudest 
hearts froze on hearing that simple phrase. 

The door had to be opened, whereupon the sordid members 
of the Revolutionary Committee of Passy, casting dull, sus- 
picious glances at the terrified women, dumsily entered the 
drawing-room. The house, was surrounded by armed men. 

Will some historian ever take the trouble to write an 
account of the exploits of these revolutionary committees? 
They it was who created the Terror. The Convention dele- 
gated its sovereign authority to them, without foreseeing, — 
one must suppose, — into what hands that redoubtable weapon 
was to fall. In each district and commune, honest people 
had gradually become indiflerent to the Revolution: they 
silently and submissively went about their business. And 
whilst they withdrew, there arose from the lower order ot 
society those dregs which ferment and boil when political 
storms are raging. Every enlightened citizen and every 
honourable shopkeeper declined the singular honour of 
sitting on these revolutionary watch committees, whose sole 
work consisted in spying, denouncing, and arresting. One 
can imagine the class of men who took a pleasure in these 
odious duties. In order to save me the trouble of describing 
them, picture to yourself an assembly at which Monsieur 
Canlinal with his unconscious and conceited cynicism would 
preside, an assembly where the vain folly of Pipelet of Lcs 
Myftteres dc Paris, the brutal hatred and envy of Grinchu of 
Ia^ Bojis Villageoisy every vice, every form of ignorance, and 
every base ambition would be represented. And think that 
there were 21,000 of these committees in France ! 

I know nothing sadder than the examination which Andre 
Chenier, whom the Passy patriots had just found in the house 
of a suspect, had immediately to undergo. He was not 
threatened by any special decision or decree; but these 
brutes were endowed with a sort of bestial instinct which 
enabled them to select an aristocrat in the unknown person 
whom chance had thrown in their way. Without under- 
standing why, they comprehended that they were face to face 
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with a man of proud and noUe heart. He was a certain 
prey for the scaffold. 

Moreover, it is probable that the sansculottes Gudnot, 
Cramoisin, and Boudgoust, who undertook this examination, 
were intoxicated, so far did their folly, on this occasion, 
exceed all limits. For instance, when Andr^ declared that 
the only document in his possession was his carte de skreUy 
and that he had destroyed an unimportant and quite private 
letter, informing him of the despatch of his things which had 
been left in England, the commissaries looked aghast at each 
other and asked him : ^ 

^What sort of man can he be who doesn't keep his 
letters, and especially letters of personal interest? called 
upon to tell us the truth." 

^Replied: *It seems to me that letters announcing the 
arrival of above-mentioned things are of no value when 
goods are received.'* ** 

** Represented to him that he was not right in his reply, 
and all the more so as private letters should be preserved, not 
only for the justification of the person who sent the goods, 
but also for that of the person who received them.'' 

" Replied that he persisted in thinking that private persons 
did not show more exactitude than business houses, whose 
correspondence became useless when goods ordered were 
received, and that he believed the majority of private persons 
acted on that belief 

** Represented to him that we have nothing to do with 

^ The foUowing are the exact terms of the official document : 

" Quel sorte de gemre que peraonne ne conserve et surtout des lettro 
portant son interest personnelle nomm6 de nous dire la v^rit^." 

" A r^pondu il me semble que des lettre qui enonce Tarrive des effect 
designies cy-dessus lorsque ses effect son recue ne son plus daucune 
valeure," 

*' A lui represente quil nest pas juste dans faire reponse dautant plus 
que dee lettre personnelle doive se conserver pour la justification de celui 
qui a en voy^ les effect comme pour celui qui les a recue/* 

"A repond quil persiste a pensd quand des particuliers qui no mSttre 
pas taot dexactituao que des maison de commerce lorsque la reception des 
tait demande est acuse toute la oorrespondance devicnt inutisle et qu'il 
croit que la plus part des particuliers en use insy." 

" A lui represente que nous ne fond pas de demande de comcrce nomme 
i lui ne nous repondre but les motifs de son arrestation qui ne son pas 
affaire de commerce.*' 
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business. Called upon him not to reply r^jaitling the 
reasons for his arrest which are not commercial affidrs.*^ 

AVhen Ch^nier, exasperated by the idiocy of his judges, 
disdainfully replied that he did not understand a word they 
were sajring, the procis-verbal records that he was : 

^^ Asked why he sought to make them speak in set 
phrases. Whereupon he replied to us categoricfiJly."" ^ 

A little later, questioned as to his friendship for the 
Pastorets, he explained that he had seen them several times 
four or five years ago at the Trudaines'. 

The latter resided in one of the houses on the Place Louis 
XV.,and as the Pastorets occupied the adjoining house'(mauon 
a c6ti\ neighbourly relations were naturally established. 

The commissaries became wildly excited. They got it into 
their heads that a person named Cot^, the owner of a house 
on the Place Louis XV., might be a suspect. They gravely 
pointed out to the accused that : 

** He was not correct in his reply, since there was no house 
on the Place de la Revolution known as Cottee's house, as he 
has just declared to us.*" 

*' Replied that he meant the adjoining house.*" 

" Represented to him that he speaks to us in set phrases, 
seeing that he has twice spoken of Cottee*'s house.*" 

" Replied that he spoke the truth."" » 

The struggle was unequal. Andre Chenier refused to sign 
this idiotic proccs-verbcU. Convicted by the Passy patriots of 
being an enemy of the French people, he was taken the same 
night to the Saint-Lazare prison. 

« « 
The ancient charitable institution of Saint- Vincent de Paul 

^ ** A lui demande pourquoi il nous chercbe dcs fritoe surquoy il nona 
repond cathe^oriquement." 

2 That which afterwards became the property of Mme. da Plessii* 
Belli^vTO, and which is now occupied by the Automobile Club. 

' " Qu'il nest pas juste dans sa reponse attendue que place de la r^volutioo 
il ny a pas de maison qui sc nome la maisou k Cott^ done il vien de nous 
declarer." 

** A repondu qu'il ontendait la maison voisine. . . .*' 

"A lui representer quil nous fai des fr^uie attendue quil nous a repettes 
deux foie la maison k Cott^." 

" A repondu quil a dit la verity." 
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had become the Maison Lazare. This old, mud-coloured 
buildmg, closed by triple gates and doors encased in sheet-iron, 
studded all over with enormous nails, resembled a huge cage 
of wild animals. Four floors of prisoners moaned and howled 
one above the other. Three broad, badly-lit passages, barred 
with gates and smelling like a wild-beasts^ den, divided each 
floor. Most of these sinister galleries — ^now white-washed, 
often scrubbed, and sufficiently ventilated — still exist. The 
tragic recollection of the Terror still clings to them. You climb 
a staircase which every victim! descended on his or her way to 
the mournful tumbrils passing backwards and forwards 
between the various prisons and the court. It is even 
related that at the bottom of this staircase there was a trap- 
door, covered with a board which, in 1793, tipped up when 
stepped upon. Unfortimate people who unsuspectingly 
placed their foot upon it were precipitated into a deep pit 
where their bones are said still to lay. . . . What is the 
origin of the legend ? I know not ; but, like all legends, it is 
long-lived, and this gloomy spot still goes by the name of the 
Casse-cou — ^the break-neck place. Certain it is that in 1793 
it was called the Casse-gueule. Perhaps it was there they 
placed the griaehes^ those horrible tubs into which each 
prisoner emptied the filth from his cell. Life at Lazare was 
hard. Each in this swarm of eight to nine hundred 
prisoners, continually moving about the galleries, kept to 
himself, and suspecting that a spy was behind every door, 
avoided speaking to his companions. ITiese doomed men 
and women showed something like the instinctive terror of 
sheep which are huddled together in the pens of a slaughter- 
house. 

As soon as he set foot in this den, Andre Chenier resigned 
himself to death. Many there were who showed sublime 
resignation and courage when face to face with the scafibld, 
but he alone revolted and uttered a cry of contempt for his 
persecutors. Why should he regret life ? What had become 
of justice, honour, and friendship ? Where were they to be 
found among men ? 
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" Ah ! lAohea que none sommes 1 

Tons, oni, toas ! Adieu, terre, adieu ! 
Vienne, vienne la mort ! que la mort me d^vre I ** ' 

Recovering himself, however, he raised up his downcast 
heart. No, he did not wish to die without having spoken his 
mind about the Terror. 

'* Monrir Bans vider mon oarquoiB ! 
Sans peroer, Bans fouler, sans p6trir dans leor fauige 

Ces bourreanx barboailleun de lois . . . 
Nul ne reeterait done poor attendrir lluBtoire 

6ur tant de justes i 



And the iambics which he passionately scrawled on a scrap 
of paper concluded with tiiis sublime apostrophe wfaic^ 
admirably sums up *^ this life full of disappointed hopes, and 
desecrated noble enthusiasm, still trembling aU over, on the 
threshold of death, with the ardour of a hopeless struggle.^ 

*' Sonffre, 6 coeur groe de haine, affam^ de justice : 
Toi, vertu, pleure si je meurs I " * 

The poet will reap the glory of having concentrated in 
himself alone the revolted soul of violated France, and of 
having, from a prison cell, anathematised those who dis- 
honoured all. 

Indignation had a singular vitalising influence on Andre 
Chenier. Prison life transformed him into a poet and a lover. 
He there met that woman who, under the name of La Jeune 
Captive, will live immortally in the memory of man. He 
does not otherwise describe her, but he concludes the melodious 
stanzas which he addressed to her with these lines : 

*' Ces chants, de ma prison, t^moins harmonieuxa 

Feront k quelqu'amant des loisirs studieux 

Chercher quelle fut cette belle. ''^ 

1 Ah ! cowards that we are ; / All, ves, aU of us ! Farewell, 

earth, farewell ! / Como, come Death I mavDeath deliver me ! 

'' Die without emptying my quiver I / Without piercing, crushing, and 
trampling in the mud / These brutal scribblers of laws. . . / Nobody 
would then remain to excite the pity of History / For so many virtuous 
massacred ones. . . 

^ Suffer, oh ! heart overburdened with hatred and thirsting for justice : / 
Thou, virtue, weep should I die ! 

* These songs, from my prison, harmonious witnesses / WiU make i 
lover of studious leisure / Search for this beautiful one. 
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This ^amant des loisirs studieux*" is found, and he has 
discovered the true social state of the "Jeune Captive.*" 
According to tradition her name was Mile, de Coigny — that 
is so ; but it must be added that Andr^ Ch^nier looked upon 
her with a poefs eyes. She was no longer the " sprouting 
ear of com ^ he represented her to be ; and neither was she 
the young person whom Alfred de Vigny, another poet, 
depicted in SieUo^ on the faith of Ch^nier's verses. She did 
not " dance when she walked, as children do^ ; she had not 
"the air of the youngest of the Muses''; nor was she flat- 
chested and round-shouldered, like yoimg growing girls ''; 
and, finally, she was far frt)m possessing ^Hhe innocence of 
seventeen ^ — very far, indeed, from possessing it, considering 
that she was married, ten years before the Revolution, to 
Comte de Rossay-Flemy, that she had "ill resisted the 
seductions of a giddy and gallant courtship,'' that she had 
not been clever enough " to keep a flighty and dissipated 
husband," and that she had obtained a divorce as soon as she 
was able, casting off* her married name to resume that of 
Coigny, under which Andre Chenier's stanzas, aided by legend, 
will hand her down to posterity. 

Otherwise, she was charming, and Mme. Vig^-Lebrun 
states that she had an enchanting face, an ardent look, a 
Venus-like figure, and a superior mind. " When I thought 
how beautiful she was and how susceptible to passion," adds 
the celebrated painter, who well knew the weaknesses of pretty 
women, -" I trembled for her repose." 

Mme. Lebrun's fears were well founded. Mile, de Coigny 
was perhaps amused by Andre Chenier's " little verses " ; but 
she did not love him. She kept all her tenderness for a certain 
M. de ?Montrond, a lady-killer, who was a prisoner like her- 
self at the Maison Lazare. A hundred louis judiciously 
distributed erased the names of Montrond and Mile, de Coigny 
from the list of victims, and they thus gained a few days and 
were saved. Perhaps the "Jeune Captive" might have 
thought also of purchasing the head of the poet who im- 
mortalised her, but — the idea never occurred to her. 

After the 9th of Thermidor, she married Montrond, and 
they went to hide their happiness in a deserted spot a few 
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miles from Paris. But they soon returned — ^to be divorced, 
the amiable lady ha\nng conceived a passion for a bfother of 
Garat, the singer. She was no happier, howev^, than before. 
A melancholy detail must be recorded — she did not even keq> 
the verses which were to consecrate her glory. The autograph 
manuscript of La Jeune Captive was, in fact, at the beginning 
of the nineteenth century, in the possession of Millin, another 
prisoner at Saint-Lazare, to whom MUe. de Coigny had 
given it ! 

Andre Chenier was not, however, in imminent danger. His 
fiEunily, although it had relinquished its former demagogifln, 
had given pledges to the Revolution; his brother, Marie 
Joseph, was among the powerful men of the day, having 
attributed to himself the role of oflScial poet of the TentH* ; 
and though certain divergences in politics had separated the 
two brothers, so different in nature and character, misfortune 
had reconciled them. 

Marie Joseph and his mother hoped, therefore, that Andre, 
like so many others, would be forgotten in prison, and that 
nothing would attract the attention of his enemies to him. 
But either because old Chenier, the father, did not share their 
opinion, or because feverish anxiety impelled him to take 
action, he wearied the offices of the Committees with his 
visits. He first of all sent a memorial to the popular Prisons 
Committee, still believing — poor fellow! — in the equity of 
revolutionary magistrates ! The only result of this step was 
that the prisoner was kept in closer confinement. On arriving 
one day at the Maison Lazare, which he visited daily, the old 
man was informed of a fresh regulation — a decision of the 
Comite de Surete G^^^rale forbidding him to see his son. 

He returned along the Faubourg Martin and altered his 
house, in the Rue de Cl^ry, in tears. But he was unable 
to remain inactive. Avoiding his wife and Marie Joseph, he 
went from one administration to another, exhausting his 
influence and that of his firiends in order to faring his 
memorial before the Committee . . . Time passed, and eveiy 
day the guillotine claimed its batch of victims. The poor 
old man was worried out of his life. 
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** Have patience ! ^ counselled Marie Joseph, who had 
ardently joined forces with the enemies of Robespierre, whose 
fidl would have saved Andres head. But the father's 
anxiety only increased with the Terror. 

At the beginning of Thermidor, when wandering around 
the Maison Lazare, which he was no longer able to enter, he 
learnt ftx)m one of the turnkeys that a list of thirty prisoners 
had been sent to the tribunal that very morning, and that 
thirty more victims would follow the next day. Frantic 
with anguish he rushed to Barere and, after many supplica- 
tions and lamentations, was at last received. 

Barere — cold and insensible to his grief — uttered polite, 
vague, and evasive replies. Old Chenier, clinging like a 
desperate man to this last chance of success, made a touching 
appeal to soft^en the marble heart of his listener. . . . Fancy 
trying to move Barere to pity ! 

" Very good,"" at last said the member of the Convention, 
tired of the scene. *' Vour son shall conic out in three days'* 
timr.^ 

Beaming with joy, full of confidence, and lost in thanks, 
the poor father returned home, and, telling nobody of what 
he had done, gloried in the thought that he had saved his 
son. 

Towards evening, three days later — it was the 7th of 
Thennidor — he was sitting, tranquil and full of hope for 
the future, in his little apartment in the Rue de Clery. 
There was a ring at the door. . . . The old man was 
momentarily deluded by the thought that it might be Andre 
who had returned. 

He rushed to the door and threw it open. . . . But it was 
not Andre ; it was Marie Joseph who, pale and motionless on 
the landing, stood silently staring at his father. Old 
Chenier, suddenly terrified, his eyes fixed on thase of his son, 
had not sufficient strength to question him. . . . And there 
the two men remained, their lips trembling and not daring to 
utter a word, until the old man, starting back with horror, 
fell with a piercing scream on the dining-room floor. 

^rhe old house where this drama took place is still standing. 
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Sinking under the burden of its years it juts out, narrow and 
curious, like a slender promontory, between the Rue de Cleiy 
and the Rue Beaur^surd. We can see it, in thought, as 
it w&s on that warm evening in Thermidor. In search 
of a cool place people were standing at the doors, lauf^iing 
and chattering; some little girls, with boisterous laughter, 
were playing in the street at ball; the thousand joyous 
sounds which one can hear on a Parisian summer evening 
arose from the whole quarter . . . and up there, near that 
open window, Andre Ch^nier'^s father, choking with sofas, 
cried aloud for his son, accused himself of having killed him, 
and called upon death, which was still to keep him waiting 
for nearly a year, to deliver him. 

At that very hour a cart, loaded with twenty-five mutilated 
bodies, left the town-gate of Vincennes — the place of execution 
— and proceeded by way of the outer boulevard towards an 
abandoned quarry, where, for six weeks past, tumbril-loads of 
corpses had been emptied every evening. Two men there 
carried out the horrible work of stripping the blood-stained 
clothes from the bodies, which they then threw into the 
cjuarry, the grave remaining open in readiness for the next 
batch of victims. 

Thus was Andre Chenier buried. We should still be 
ignorant as to the place where he lay — for the deed was done 
secretly, and those who were entrusted with it never spoke on 
the subject — if a poor work -girl, named Mile. Paris, who 
accompanied her father as far as the guillotine, had not 
had the incredible courage to attend the execution and, at a 
distance, follow the cart to the c*ommon grave. Alone 
among the relatives of so many condemned people she knew 
where the victims of the revolutionary scafiTold lay in horrible 
confusion. Every Sunday the poor girl went to pray on that 
piece of ground, which, filled up after the 9th of Thermidor, 
was purchased by an inhabitant of the Faubourg de Picpus, 
enclosed with walls, and consecrated by a refractory priest 
who was hiding in Paris. 

When Mme. de Montagu-Noailles returned to France in 
1802, one of the first things she did was to make inquiries as 
to the place where her mother, the Duchesse d'^Ayen, who was 
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executed ou July 22nd, 1794, was buried. But nobody could 
tell her. At last, however, she chanced to hear of Mile. 
Paris, and obtained the information she required. Mnie. de 
Noailles purchased the ground where lay the thirteen hundred 
and seven victims who were executed between June 14th and 
July 27th. The enclosure has remained intact ; but the vaults 
and monuments — most of them very plain — of families of 
sufferers who have obtained permission to be laid to rest 
with the relatives whom the Revolution put to death are in a 
neighbouring garden. In a comer is the tomb of Greneral 
Lafayette, still sunnounted by the United States flag. 
Through a little grated door can be seen the common grave, 
a square grass plot with an iron cross, shaded by poplars and 
cypress trees. The neighbouring convent is now occupied by 
the ladies of the Perpetual Adoration. Every day a burial 
service is celebrated in the chapel in memory of victims of 
the scaffold, and annually, at the end of April or in May, 
there is a solemn service, at the conclusion of which the 
clergy and families in mourning walk in procession from the 
Church to the sacred enclosure, which has been named Le 
Champ des Martyrs — ^The Martyrs' Field. 

Andre Cheniefs name is only recalled there by a tablet 
which was very recently fixed on the wall suri'ounding the 
common grave. The poet's mother never knew where his 
body was thrown. Although sharing Marie Joseph's adven- 
turous and irregular life, she survived the tragedy of Thermidor 
by fifteen years. 

Marie Jaseph bought — doubtless at the time of the Direc- 
tory — a small es-tate at Antony. During the Empire, Mme. 
Chenier built a fine and commodious house there, which still 
exists. Its white fa<;*ade is shaded by large trees, and the 
wrought iron-work of the balcony on the first-floor represents 
three lyres, separated by two crescents. The beautiful Grecian, 
old and exhausted by the astonishing diversity of events 
which had composed her life, recollected, you see, the East, 
and thus symbolised her descent, her two poet-sons, and 
herself, who was not without literary pretensions. 

When she died her body was buried in this Antony garden 
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where she had spent her last summers. Old inhabitants of 
the village still speak of the tall, thin, sad lady who, in a 
light-coloured dress, used to walk along the straight alleys; 
and many remember her tomb, under a large walnut tree, at 
the bottom of a lawn. 

Ten years later a publisher collected Andre Chenier^s 
scattered manuscripts and published his poems, which until 
then had never been printed. They were a remarkable 
revelation. The world discovered with astonishment that the 
Revolution was responsible for an atrocious crime — ^it had 
murdered, without motive, one of France''s greatest poets. 
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Thk building still exists, and one can easily imagine — for 
it has changed but little — the effect which its comer 
pavilions^ then hidden by old trees, its deep courtyards, its 
broad terraces, and the mysterious glimmers from the 
alchemist^s crucibles filtering through the tall blinds made 
on those who at night passed along the deserted rampart. 

ITiis house, which, under parasitical constructions built 
during the course of the last century, retains its noble 
outlines, possesses something indescribably fantastic and 
distjuieting. But that is doubtless an effect of the imagina- 
tion, for the house was built neither by nor for Cagliostro ; 
it belonged to the Marquise d'Orvillei's ^ when he occupied 
it, and he made no other alterations, perhaps, than the 
addition of a few contrivances necessary for his magical 
Stances, Nevertheless, the building is a strange one, and the 
plan on which it was built is abnormal. 

A cart-gateway opens on to the Rue Saint-Claude, at the 
comer of the Boulevard Beaumarchais. The courtyard, 
dosed in by buildings, is solemn and gloomy. At its far 
end, under a flagged porch, is a stone staircase which has 
preserved its original iron balustrade, but which has 
subsided under its weight of years. How many beautiful 
Women, attracted by curiosity to the magician^s den, and 
fearful at what they were about to witness, must have placed 
their trembling fingers on this handrail ! One can evoke the 
silhouette of Mme. de la Motte, hurriedly mounting these 
steps, her head covered with a mantilla ; or that of Cardinal 

> Title-deeds. 
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de Hohan^s valets, slumbering on a bench, with a lantern 
between their legs, whilst their master, up above, applied 
himself, in company with the " great Copt,'^ to the study of 
necromancy, metallurgy, the Cabala, or oneirocritics, which, 
&s everyone knows, are the four elementary parts of divination. 
A private staircase, now walled in, doubling the main one, 
reached to the second floor, where traces of it are stiU to be 
seen. A third staircase, narrow and tortuous, still exists 
at the other extremity of the building, on the boulevard 
side ; it winds about in the middle of the wall in complete 
darkness, and communicates with the former drawing-rooms — 
now partitioned off — the French windows of wbicfa opened 
on to a terrace which has preserved its iron balconies. 
Underneath are the c*oach-house and stable, with their worm- 
eaten doors — the stable of Djerid, the mettlesome black mare 
of Lorenza Feliciani. 

If the surroundings are picturesque, the personages had 
the air of heroes of romance. 

It was in the summer of 1781 that Conite de Cagliostro 
made his debut m Paris. Fanciful particulars exist in 
abundanc-e, but we will confine our attention only to what 
is authentic. He was a rather awkward man, badly dressed 
in blue taffetas gallooned all over, and his powdered hair \ius 
arranged in long, drooping curls in the most ridiculously 
curious manner. He wore chine stockings with gold clocks, 
and velvet shoes with buckles gennned with precious stones. 
There was an excess of diamonds on his fingers, on his shirt- 
frill, and on his watch-chains ; on his head was a charlatan's 
hat oraamented with white feathers ; and eight months out 
of the year he wore a large blue fox-skin cloak, in addition 
to a fur hood shaped like a carapous.'^e. When children 
caught sight of him in his three-coniered fox-skin hat, it wa** 
a question as to who could get away first. 

His features were regular, his skin rosy, and his teeth superb. 
I shall not describe his physiognomy, because he had twelve or 
fifteen at his disposal. Never had such eyes as his been seen 
before. 

Beugnot, who dined with him at Mme. de la Motte^s, gives 
the following amusing description of the magician : 
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^^ I only looked at him by stealth, and did not yet know 
what to think of him. His face, his head-dress, the man^s 
whole appearance awed me in spite of myself. I waited to 
hear him speak. He spoke a most awful gibberish of Italian 
and French, and made many quotations, which were suppased 
to be in Arabic, but which he did not trouble to translate. He 
alone spoke, and had time to touch on twenty subjects, be- 
cause he developed them only as far as suited his convenience. 
He was constantly asking if he were understood, whereupon 
the company all around bowed to assure him of it. Upon 
entering on a subject he seemed transported and assumed 
a lofty attitude as regards both voice and gesture. But 
suddenly he would descend to the level of ordinary mortals 
to address most tender compliments and comical pretty 
speeches to our hostess. This manoeuvre lasted the whole 
of the meal, and I learnt nothing from the hero except 
that he had spoken of the heavens, the stars, the great 
Arcanum, Memphis, the Hierophant, transcendental chemistry, 
^ants, and huge animals ; of a town which was ten times 
larger than Paris, in the interior of Africa, where he had 
correspondents ; of our ignorance as to all these beautiful 
things, which he had on the tips of his fingers ; and that he 
had interlarded his discourse with comically inspired compli- 
ments to Mine, de la Motte, whom he c^alled his biche^ his 
gazelle, his swan, and his dove, — thus borrowing his appella- 
tions from what was most lovable in the animal kingdom. 
At the close of the dinner he deigned to put several questions 
to me one after the other, to all of which I replied with a most 
respectful confession of ignorance. I have since heard from 
Mme. de la Motte that he received the most favourable im- 
pression of my person and knowledge.'*' 

Ilie thauinaturgist's wife, Comtesse Lorenza, who was rarely 
to be seen, had a reputation for possessing every perfection. 
It was said she had the purest Greek outline combined with 
a perfect Italian expression. Her warmest partisans, the 
most enthusiastic admirers of her beauty, were precisely those 
who had never seen her face. Duels were fought on her 
account, challenges were made and accepted over the question 
as to whether her eyes were black or blue, and as to wliether there 
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was a dimple on her right or left cheek. She did not appear 
to be more than twenty years of age ; but she discreetly spoke 
of her eldest son, who for a long time past had been a captain 
in the service of the Dutch Government. 

One can imagine the excitement which was produced in the 
Marais quarter by the arrival of such strange people at Mme. 
d'Orvillers^ house. Cardinal de Rohan had himaelf chosen 
the residence and supplied the necessary furniture. He was 
to be seen entering Cagliostro'^s three to four times a week, at 
the dinner hour, and he did not leave until far into the night 
It was declared that the grand almoner worked in the 
magician'^s laboratory, and many were the people who spoke 
of the liquid gold and the sparkling diamonds in crudUes 
at a white heat which were to be seen in that mysterious 
place. But nobody had entered it. AU that was known 
for certain was that the rooms were decorated ** with Oriental 
luxury,^ and that Comte de Cagliostro received his \isitor8, 
to whom he gave his hand to be kissed, dressed in f&scinating 
costumes. On a slab of black marble in the ante-chamber 
was engraved in gold letters, Pope'*s Universal Prayer, a 
paraphrase of which, ten years later, was to be sung by Paris 
as a hymn to the Eire Supreme, 

One of Cagliostro's magical wonders was to make knoi^n in 
Paris events which had just taken place in Vienna, London, 
and Pekin, or which would happen in six days\ six months', 
six years'* or twenty years' time. But in order to do this he 
needed an apparatas consisting of a glass globe filled with 
clarified water and placed on a table. This table was covered 
with a black cloth embroidered in red with cabalistic Rosi- 
crucian signs. On the table and around the globe, at certain 
religiously observed distances, were placed various emblems, 
including some small Egyptian figures, ancient phials filled 
with lustral water, and even a crucifix, butjdifferent from that 
worshipped by Christians. When these preparations had been 
made, a clairvoyante was to kneel before the globe and relate 
what she saw in it. But a clair\'oyante was difficult to find, 
for she had to possess more than one qualification. She had 
to be as pure as an angel, bom under a certain constella- 
tion, passess delicate nerves, great sensibility, and blue eyes, 
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By a piece of indescribable good luck, Mile, de Latour, the 
niece of Mme. de la Motte, was found, after having been duly 
examined by Cagliostro, to fulfil all the required conditions. 
Her mother almost succumbed with joy on hearing the news, 
and was persuaded that all the treasures of Memphis were 
going to be heaped on her family, which was badly in need of 
them.^ 

As one can easily imagine, many comments were made. 
One fine day, people heard that at a private supper in the 
dining-room of the house in the Rue Saint-Claude, Cagliostro 
had evoked the dead. Six guests and the host sat down at 
a round table set with sixteen covers, and each guest named 
the dead person whom he desired to see. Cagliostro, dressed 
in a jacket ornamented with gold, slowly called over the names, 
at the same time concentrating all his will power on the 
subject, A fearful moment of uncertainty and anguish 
ensued. But it did not last long, for the six evoked guests 
appeared — the Due de Choiseul, Voltaire, d'*Alembert, Diderot, 
the Abbe de Voisenon, and Montesquieu. . . One might 
have been in more foolish company. 

When the H\ang diners had recovered their breath a little, 
the company conversed. . . . But the only knov^Ti narrative of 
this uncommon conversation is evidently fanciful, for all these 
great men talk nonsense. 

Nevertheless, the affair created a sensation. The public 
became excited and the Court talked about the sauper des 
morts. The King shrugged his shoulders and turned to his 
game; the Queen gave orders that "the name of this 
charlatan ^ was not to be mentioned in her presence. A few 
hare-brained women, however, dreamed of the splendid 
magician and longed to cross the threshold of his mysterious 
house, so they begged Lorenza Feliciani to start a course of 
lectures on magic for women only. Lorenza consented, and 
said that she would commence the lectures as soon as there 
were thirty-six adepts. The list was complete that very day 
and, a week later, the first lesson was given. But the 
initiates gossiped, there was a fresh scandal, and a second 

^ M^moires du Comte Beugnot, anden ministre, vol. i., p. 73. 
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iiance was never held Besides, Cagliostro had other things 
to think about. 

In addition to the Cardinal de Rohan, who had a 
magnificent apartment in the Rue Vieille-du-Temple, he had 
as a neighbour Comte de la Motte, whose wife, a perfect 
adventuress, bo&sted of overcoming the Queen\s antipathy to 
the alchemists. Mme. de la Motte occupied the house which 
forms the north comer of the Rue Neuve-Saint-Gilles and the 
Boulevard Beaumarchais. She first of all entered into relations 
with Lorenza, and then with Cagliostro, who introduced her 
to the Cardinal. We know what followed : the well-known 
Diamond Necklace intrigue resulting in the arrest of the 
Cardinal, "the woman La Motte,'' and Cagliostro. The 
following is the account which the last-named gave of his 
misadventure : — 

" On August SSnd (1786), a commissary, a police-officer, and 
eight policemen entered my house. The pillage began in my 
presence. They forced me to open my desk. Elixirs, balsams, 
precious liquids, — everything fell a prey to the myrmidons 
who were ordered to escort me. I begged the commissary to 
allow me to use my carriage, but he refused. The agent of 
the Bnuiieres, out of the pockets of whose coat protruded 
the butt-ends of some pistols, seized me by the collar, thrust 
me into the street, and most scandalously dragged me on 
foot up the boulevard to the Rue Notre- Dame de Nazareth. 
ITiere we came across a cab, which I obtained permission to 
enter, and we at last set off for the Bastille.*" ^ 

The poor "great Copt*" — greatly depressed — did not 
appear at the house in the Rue Saint-Claude until ten 
months later, on June 1st, 1787. He had a triumphal 
return, a crowd of " eight to ten thousand peo[)le "^ ol^ 
structing the boulevard. ITie courtyanl of the house, 
staircases, and rooms " were all crowded."" He was cheered, 
embraced, and carried into his drawing-room. . . . But this 
success was of short duration ; for on June 13th the agent of 
the Brunicres brought Cagliostro an order from the King to 
leave Paris within twenty-four hours and France within a 
^ M^moirt pour It Comtt de Cayiiot^tro. 
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fortnight — a contingency which the magician had not been 
able to foresee. Cagliostro complied, locked the door of his 
laboratories, put the key in his pocket, and was driven to the 
Royal Sword Inn, at Saint-Denis, where he spent the night. 
He then proceeded by short stages, in company with Lorenza, 
towards Switzerland. Paris was never to see him again. 

His house remained shut up during the whole of the 
Revolution, and it was not until 1805 that its doors, which 
had been closed for eighteen years, were reopened. The 
ouTier sold the "great Copes'" furniture by auction, as an 
indemnity for unpaid rent. 

"Sale of furniture, crucibles, elixirs . . . formerly the 
property of Comte de Cagliostro . . .** What a splendid 
poster for a collector ! Since then the quiet house in the 
Rue Saint-Claude has been without a history. 

No ; I am mistaken ! About 1855, during some work of 
restoration, the doors of the old cart-gateway were removed 
and replaced by doors which were part of the old building 
materials of the Temple palace. And there they are to-day, 
with their heavy bolts and huge IcK'ks. 

ITie doors of Ix)uis XVL's prison closing Cagliostro's 
house. . . . Such coincidences do occur ! 
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THE HOTEL DE CHERBOURG 

It can be affirmed^ without being paradoxical, that the 
Saint-Paul port has lost much of its picturesqueness by the 
abolition of the " floating hoase ^ which arrived at Paris 
from Bourgogne twice a week. This boat was an immense 
ark, filled with preserved grapes, casks, and wet-nurses. 
Sometimes as many as three hundred poor and leisurely 
passengers crowded on board, for the fifty hoiurs*' journey cost 
only a little over eight shillings. 

^rhe Saint-Paul port was in a state of c*ommotion as soon 
as the boat, about four o'clock in the afternoon, appeared at 
the Saint-Bonnet bend of the river. From a distajice people 
could see the Custom's pinnace come alongside, and an 
exciseman step on board " to receive His Majesty^s duties.'' 
Then it slowly moved up the river, steered clear of the 
headland of the He Saint-Louis, and, creaking in all its 
timbers and colliding with barges and washhouses, was moored 
to the bank, where a joking crowd awaited its arrival 
According to a tradition of mysterious origin, passengers, 
as they landed, had to be unmercifully chaffed. Two planks, 
placed end to end, sened as a landing-stage, but a very shaky 
one indeed. 

On October 19th, 1784, the idlers who had been attracted 
by this sight saw a Minim Friar, followed by a string of five 
young provincials, emerge from the huge cabin. They were not 
over-burdened with luggage, each of them canying but a 
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small bag containing clothes. The smallest of the group, 
— a puny, ill-favoured, dark-complexioned boy, — ^trotted 
behind the others, and in all probability not one of the idle 
onlookers paid any attention to him as he stepped ashore, 
so destined did he seem to pass unobserved everywhere. 

Thas did Napoleon come into contact for the first time 
with the great city, which, dazzled and submissive, was to 
give herself up to him fifteen years later. 

It has since been learnt that the Minim Friar, still followed 
by the children with whose transference from the Brienne 
preparatory college to the Royal M iUtary School he had been 
entrusted, crossed the Seine at the Pont Marie; that they 
dined at an eating-house, at the sign of the " Daring Cock,'* 
in the Rue des Deux Fonts ; and' that they afterwards walked 
along the quays, where young Bonaparte chose a copy of 
Gil Blasy for which his comrade De Castries paid, from one 
of the second-hand book-boxes. It w&s nearly dark when, 
after a prayer had been said at Saint-Gfermain-des-Fres, they 
reached the Military School. 

The room which Napoleon occupied has not been discovered 
in the present school buildings. 

Marco Saint-Hilaire declared that this " cell,^ which was 
reached, he said, by a stkirc&se with a hundred and seventy- 
three steps, was lit by a single window opening on to the 
courtyard. But this information is erroneous. In 1785 
miUtary cadets were lodged in a wooden dormitory, built in 
the middle of the first courtyard, each having a small square 
room, furnished with an iron bedstead with linen curtains, a 
wooden chair, and a low wardrobe (in which to keep shoes 
and the powder-bag) on which was a pewter wash-hand 
basin. 

There the boy lived for a year, during which he was 
confirmed in the school chapel, still in existence, though 
closed for some time past. The young Corsican left Faris 
on October SOth, 1785, with a second-lieutenant^s commission, 
and did not return imtil two years later. In October, 1787, 
we find him at the Hotel de Cherbourg, in the Rue du Four- 
Saint-Honore. 

The whole of the right-hand side of the Rue du Four 
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disappeared at the time of the building of the CentnJ 
Markets. Even its name was changed, the street since 1864 
being called the Rue de Vauvilliers. Doubtless these changes 
discouraged historian^s, who did not think there was much chance 
of discovering the house inhabited by Bonaparte among the 
few existing buildings of the period. However, it still exists at 
No. 33, and is easily to be recognised by the coat of bright red 
paint which covers it up to the second floor. Before the 
quite recent application of this decoration, there could be 
distinguished, traced on the stone-work, the name "Cher- 
bourg,^ a part of the old sign. For the building remained 
a ftimished hotel, under the name which it bore in the IStli 
century, until 1878. 

Let us enter. The ground-floor and entresol have been 
totally changed of recent yeans, but all the upper flooFs have 
remained as Napoleon saw them. The house is more than 
modest in appearance. The staircase is badly lit from an air- 
shaft formed of four black walls, pierced by narrow windows 
and obstructed by little balconies, corbel tables, and other 
excrescences by means of which the occupants of these small 
lodgings tried to gain space. Here everything is old — the 
iron balustrade, the partitions, and the doors. • . . Perhaps 
one of these keys, sticking in the doors, was that of 
Napoleon's bedroom. 

In 1787 the Hotel de Cherbourg was kept by a mau 
named Vedrine. It is said that the Corsican officer occupied 
Room No. 9, on the third floor, and that he only went out at 
meal times. The man with " the glabrous, prematurely- 
wrinkled face, whose coat flapped around an emaciated body,^ 
was to be seen walking to the Passage des Petits-Peres, where 
he ate for threepence a com'se. He also went to a smaU 
eating-house in the Rue de Valois, near the Passage 
Radziwill. As though ashamed of the small amount which 
he expended, he was in the habit of wrapping his money in the 
bill and handing it to the cashier without ever saying a 
word. Then, sadly and pensively, he would retrace his steps 
towards the Hotel de Cherbourg. Ah, if Pere V^rine, a few 
years aftenvards, had the curiosity to go and see his former 
tenant, now an Emperor, proceed to Notie-Dame, where, for 
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two hours, the Pope had been awaiting him, he must have 
had a difficulty in recognising, in the Cassar who was being 
saluted by cannon, flourishes of trumpets, and bells, ^^the 
bit of a man with disheveUed hair,^ the little mountebank 
of five feet three whom he had formerly lodged for five 
croHTis a month. 

Besides, he was a quiet and peaceful lodger, and he wisely 
kept to his room, composing a novel. 

M. Frederic Masson has published the opening of this 
lucubration in conformity with the original rough drafts. It 
is a narrative, in the form of letters, of the adventure of 
Baron de Neuhof, who, in 1736, under the title of 
Theodore I., was proclaimed King of Coi*sica. 

Bonaparte was, in fact, homesick: his imagination took 
refuge in his island; he mentally lived there, fleeing from 
the muddy Paris where he was nothing, where he felt out of 
his element, and where — a poor provincial without relations 
— he despaired of ever playing a part. What a state of 
inactivity these leaves scrawled at the Hotel de Cherbourg 
denote, leaves which he dates with the day and hour as 
though to delude himself that he is engaged on a serious 
work ! 

** November Ylth^ Paris, 11 o'chck p.m. 

" I have barely i-eached the age of the birth of p&ssion, 
and yet I wield the pencil of History ; . . . but perhaps, for 
the kind of writings which I compose, this is the best state 
of soul and mind to be in. . . . The venality of manhood 
will not soil my pen. I only breathe truth. . . . ''^ 

And in his endeavour to fix his thoughts on paper, he lets 
his pen flow on, tracing sentimental declarations and tirades 
after the manner of Ilaynal and Roasseau, whom he imitated 
like an unskilful schoolboy. . . . But it was so little in 
his way ! 

At times, however, his ennui was so great that the austere 
young man deserted his attic. Quite near was the Palais- 
Royal with its joyous crowd, its lights, its gambling saloons, 
its pretty promenaders, and all thase attractions which his 
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poverty prevented him enjoying. The temptation was too 
great ; one evening he gave way and went to see. . . . The 
poor girl whom he met there was timid, which encouraged 
him, he who ^^ always thought himself sullied by a single 
glance.'" He immediately questioned her, in brief hurried 
phrases ; just as, later, he was to question Groethe. ^^ Whyf 
How ^ ^ he said, ^^ are such useful questions that we cannot 
too often ask them.*" Conversing as they walked along, he 
and the woman returned to the Hotel de Cherbourg. ... It 
was cold. This meeting was such an event in his gloomy 
life that, as soon as he was alone he wrote an account oi 
it, which he once more carefuUy dated, as a thing to be 
remembered. — TTiursday^ Noroember 9S,ndy 1787, in Porii, 
Hotel de Cherbourg^ Rue du Four-SduU-Hanori, 

There is something attractive about this mean building 
which was the scene of a crisis in Napoleon'^s life. We can 
picture to ourselves the then narrow street, almost de- 
serted at nightfall, the closed lodging-house ; and, up there, 
a lighted window standing out against the grey facade. 
Napoleon was sitting up in his poor bedroom ; he was dream- 
ing, a discouraged, saddened man, without energy, at eighteen ! 
And in the presence of such a picture one Uiinks of those 
lines of Chateaubriand : " There was a prologue to the 
Emperor's life. An unknown Bonaparte preceded the mighty 
Napoleon. ITje idea of Bonaparte was in the world before he 
appeared there in person ; it secretly convulsed the earth. 
At the moment Bonaparte appeared in 1789, one felt that 
something terrible had taken place, a feeling of indescribaUe 
discjuietude. When the eaii;h is threatened with a catastrophe, 
we are warned of its approach by latent shocks. We are 
seized with fear, we listen during the night, and we watch the 
heavens, without knowing what is the matter with us or what 
is going to happen. . . .*" 
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II 
JOSEPHINE S MARRIAGE 

The large mansion at 3 Rue d'^Antin dates from the time 
of the Regency. 

During the eighteenth century it was the property of the 
Marquis Jean Jacques de Gallet de Mondragon, Lord of 
Pluvieux, Saint-Chamant, and other places. Councillor of State, 
steward to the King, and private secretary to Madame. Confis- 
cated at the time of the Revolution as the estate of an aristocrat, 
the house was appropriated for the use of the Maine of the 
second arrondusemerU of Paris ; and it was there, ba we shall 
see, that, on March 9th, 1796, the civil marriage of Napoleon 
and Josephine was celebrated. 

The contract had been drawn up on the afternoon of the 
previous day at Me. Raguideau's, the notary of " the future 
wife,^ in the presence of a single witness, Citizen Lemarois, 
" a friend of the parties.*" The future husband declared that 
he owned " neither real nor personal estate, with the exception 
of his wardrobe and his military accoutrements, the whole 
vahied at the sum of . . . *" But, when about to name a 
figure, he changed his mind and struck out this confession of 
his poverty. However, as he had faith in his future, he 
st'ttle<l " on the future wife a dowry of an annuity of fifteen 
hundi-ed francs."" Citoyenne Beauharnais was no richer, and 
the property which she brought to the conmion estate 
amounted to nil. 

The original of this contract is preserved among the 
reconls of Me. Mahot de la Querantonnais, the present owner 
of Me. Raguideau'^s office. Its only interest lies in its signa- 
tures. That of Napoliofic Buonaparte^ hastily written and 
alremly illegible, is distorted, passionate, and underlined by 
a broail stroke, and forms a contrast to that of Josephine — 
J/. J. K. TascheVy traced with an indifferent hand. Lowej- 
down is the notary's name firmly written in the neat hand of 
a steady, methodical man. We can imagine the honest 
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scrivener casting a protecting look at the poor devil of an 
officer, " without either real or personal estate of any kind,** 
whose paltry possessions he had just set down on paper. 

When this formality had been carried otit, the bride and 
bridegroom separated until their meeting on the following 
day, March 9th, at eight oVlock in the evening, at the Mairie 
in the Rue d'Antin, where the marriage certificate was to be 
signed. 

The reception-room where this iceremony was performed 
has preserved its pompous decoration of the banning of the 
eighteenth century : a broad frieze, in two shades of gold, on 
which divinities, mingled with cupids, sport in grottoes, 
wainscotings, doors, shutters, mirror-frames with their borders 
of reeds and roses, garlands, and old gold ; frieze-panels on 
which mythological heroes are enthroned in Olympian heavens 
after the style of Natoire; a whole collection of beautiful 
things tarnished and harmonised by time, in which the 
ceremonious air of the grand Steele is mingled with the lively 
grace of the Regency. 

"All places which are full of recollection,"" says Victor 
Hugo, " give rise to enrapturing reveries.*" Mirrors, especially 
the niirroi-s in old houses, are impressive, for they have reflected 
so many figures, and surprised so many secrets ! . . . Ah ! if 
we ct)uld only resuscitate the images which have appeared in 
them ! . . . They are face to face in the large reception- 
room, at the Mondragon mansion, reflecting without end 
its tarnished gold panels, the arabesques of its arches, and 
the hea\'y red marble mantel-piece with protruding console : 
and we can imagine the singular picture which they reflected 
on the evening of March 9th, 1796. Barras, self-conceited, 
and a good talker, was conversing with Tallien. Both were 
to sign as witnesses.to the marriage of their proUgi, Honest 
Canielet, Josephine's confidential man, modestly stood on one 
side. With a creole'^s indescribable indifference, her excetd- 
ingly sweet smile, her amber-coloured skin, and her aubum 
hair knotted in the Greek style, the bride, dressed in one of 
the loose, flowing tunic's which made her attitudes so graceful, 
was dreaming, her chin resting on the palm of her hand, as 
she warmed her little slender feet at the dying fire. At that 
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carriage moved away in the direction of the Barriere d^Italie. 
. . . ^rhus commenced the " incredible journey ^ which was 
to end at Sainte-Helena twenty years later. 

Nothing remains of the Hotel Chantereine ; but the recep- 
tion-room of the former Mairie, where Bonaparte and 
Josephine uttered the prophetic " Yes ^ which united their 
lives, has remained intact in all its ancient splendour. The 
Hotel de M ondragon was returned to its rightful owners in 
1815; but, the City of Paris paying them a rental for it 
during twenty years, it continu^ to be used as the Mairie of 
the 2nd Arrondissement until the early years of the reign of 
Louis Philippe. The building now belongs to the Paris and 
Netherlands Bank, and the former Salle des Manages is used 
as an office by one of the directors. 
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right to act as a witness. . . . But who of those present ever 
imagined that future historians would criticise these minutiae ? 
Was not the document bearing all these unknown names 
destined to lie forgotten in the registrar'^s dusty office ? 

It is probable, however, that nobody listened to the 
reading of this strange document. The texts were read in 
a few minutes, the " yeas ^ were pronounced, and the papers 
were signed — in a military manner. ITie newly mcuried pair 
descended the staircase, followed by their witnesses; there 
was a shaking of hands under the porch before separating, 
and Barras stepped into his coach, which took him back to 
the Luxembourg ; Tallien returned to his residence at 
ChaiUot; and Lemarois strolled off with Camelet in the 
direction of the headquarters of the military division in the 
Rue des Capucines. 

Josephine also passassed a carriage. Expert in fishing in 
the troubled waters of the Revolution, she had obtained from 
the Coniite de Salut Public, six months before, the concession 
of two black horses and a barouche belonging to the stables 
of the late King. It was doubtless owing to Barras'*s friend- 
ship that she owed this extraordinary liberality — almost a 
national reward — given as compensation for the lass of horses 
and can'iage which Beauhamais had formerly handed to the 
Army of the Rhine, and of which the representatives had 
disposed. 

It was in this cairiage that Bonaparte entered his wife's 
estate in the Rue Chantereine. 

The famous house which sheltered his love was, as everyone 
knows, the property of Julie Carreau, the wife of TaJraa. 
Jasephine had rented it for the past six months, and was 
only summarily installed there, being short of money. It 
was a four-sided little villa with blunted angles, standing at 
the end of a long passage, which formed an avenue. A few 
steps supported by two stone lions led to a semi-circular 
perron^ which gave access to an oval-shaped dining-room. 
To the right there was a boudoir with a mosaic floor ; to the 
left a small study.; and at the back a drawing-room ^ith two 
French windows opening on to the garden. 

A narrow, winding staircase led to the upper floor, 
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composed of a drawing-room and two other rooms with low 
ceilings. One of the latter, which was over the dining-room 
and the same shape, was covered from floor to ceiling with 
mirrors framed between little columns surmounted by arches. 
This was the bedroom. The alcove was decorated with 
paintings of birds. 

On entering this bemirrored bedroom, in which the elegance 
of certain details concealed but poorly the poverty of the 
furnishing, the poor officer, who was unaccustomed to such 
splendours, had, nevertheless, a disappointment — he found 
Fortune, the Creole's well-beloved poodle, comfortably 
installed under the eiderdown, and he dare not expel 
him. 

" You see that fellow there,^ he said, later, to one of the 
intimates of the Hotel Chantereine. ^^ He was in possession 
of Madam's bed when I married her. I wanted to turn him 
out, but it was a useless precaution. I was informed that I 
must make up my mind either to sleep elsewhere or consent 
to the division. That rather put me out ; but it was either 
one thing or the other, and tlie favourite was less accommo* 
dating than I was. . . .*" 

And, as a matter of fact, the dog, in his rage at seeing an 
intruder usurp his customary place, bit "the happy 
husband's ^ leg. Napoleon long after retained the scar and 
the recollection of this wound, for, writing from Italy, he 
said : " A million kisses, and some even for Fortune, 
notwithstanding his viciousness." 

When Napoleon felt that he was strong enough to dictate 
his wishes in his own home, his grudge was still deep-rooted, 
and he encouraged his cook " to keep a very powerful bull- 
dog," in the hope that the big dog would worry the little 
one. 

The day afler the marriage, Josephine wished to introduce 
her new husband to her children. Hortense and Eugene de 
Beauhamais had been at school at Saint-Germain for the 
past six months. The latter was at the academy for young 
gentlemen managed by the Irishman Patrick MacDennott ; 
the former was at the educational establishment which 
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Mine. Campan had founded at a former Hotel de Rohan, a 
huge house, adjoining a fine garden, situated in the Rue de 
Poissy, at the far end of the town, ahnost in the forest. 

Eugene already knew the General, ha\'ing waited upon him, 
after Vendeiniaire, to solicit the remission of the Beauhamais 
arms, which had been sequestered by a decree of the 
Convention. Neither w&s Bonaparte unknown to Hortense, 
who, at a dinner at Barras\s, to which she had been taken by 
her mother, had been his neighbour at table. Tlie young 
lady'^s impression of him was unfavourable. According to 
the notes left by one of her schoolfellows. Mile. Pannelier— 
notes which have been brought to light by Mile. C. d^Arjuzon 
— poor Hortense one day began to cry before the whole class. 
On her friends surrounding her and affectionately asking 
what was troubling her, she related, amidst her teais, ^ that 
she was nmch grieved, because her mother was going to 
marry General Bonaparte, who frightened her, and 
that she feared he would be very severe with her and 
Eugene."" ^ 

But, on the occasion of his visit to Saint-Germain on 
March 10th, the "Ogre^ was channing. He expressed a 
wish to visit the classes and put several questions to the 
children ; but Hortense\s terror had been c*ontagioas, and the 
pupils trembled as they replied. The Greneral nevertheless 
paid a great many compliments to the mistress. "I mast 
entrust my little sister Caroline to you, Madame Campan,"" 
he said. *' Only I warn you that she knows absolutely 
nothing. Try to return her to me as acc*ompIished as dear 
Hortense.**^ And as he said these words he playfully pinched 
the lobe of his stepdaughter'^s ear. 

There you have the complete history of Napoleon's honey- 
moon. On March 11th a post-chaise, loaded with valises 
filled with books, maps, and anns, drew up in the courtyard 
of the house in the Rue Chantereine. Junot, the aide-de- 
camp, and Chauvet, the Orderer of Wars, had taken their 
seats in it. Bonaparte dragged himself from the arms of the 
woman whom he had desired so nmch, mounted the step, and 
made a sign of farewell. Then the door closed and the 
1 fforteme de Beauhamais, by G. d'Arjoxon. 
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carriage moved away in the direction of the Barri^re d^Italie. 
. . • Thus commenced the "incredible journey^ which was 
to end at Sainte-Helena twenty years later. 

Nothing remains of the Hotel Chantereine ; but the recep- 
tion-room of the former Maine, where Bonaparte and 
Josephine uttered the prophetic " Yes *" which imited their 
lives, has remained intact in all its ancient splendour. The 
Hotel de Mondragon was returned to its rightful owners in 
1815 ; but, the City of Paris paying them a rental for it 
during twenty years, it continued to be used as the M airie of 
the 2nd Arrondissement until the early years of the reign of 
Louis Philippe. The building now belongs to the Paris and 
Netherlands Bank, and the former Salle des Mariages is used 
as an office by one of the directors. 
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MONSIEUR DU BARRY 

About the middle of July, 1768, a singular scene occurred 
at Levignac, a small town some thirteen miles from Touloase, 
and which, at that date, was almost completely isolated by 
the extensive Forest of Bouconne. 

There stood there a rather large house, called the 
"Chateau,"" occupied by the Lady Catherine de Lacaze- 
Sarta, the widow for nearly a quarter of a century of 
"noble man"" Antoine du Barry.^ They had had six 
children, only three of whom now lived with her, viz. 
GuUlaume who, after serving in the army, had retired to 
Ijevignac at the age of thirty-six ; fVan^oise, who was called 
Chon, and Marthe, who went by the name of Bitschi — two 
girls of a certain age whose meagre dowry had condemneci 
them to celibacy. Moreover, Chon was hunchbacked, witty, 
and a backbiter. But Bitschi, it appears, was not lacking in 
charms. Another daughter of the lady of the manor had 
married the mayor of the village (he was known as the " Chief 
ConsuP"*), and did not live in the family home. Elie, the 
younger son, was in the anny. As to Jean Baptiste, the 
eldest of the family, he had married Mile. Ursule Catherine 

^ Antoine du Barry, ensign in the Ile-de-France regiment in 1702, 
lieutenant in October, 1703, captain on October 12th, 1707, and Knight 
of Saint-Louis. He retired from service in 1731. {Archives of the Mini^rf 
of War.) 
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Dalmas de Vemongresc,^ the daughter of a nobleman of the 
district ; but, one fine day, growing tired of the monotony of 
provincial life, and feeling that he was bom for a greater 
roky had abandoned his wife and child and gone in search of 
lucrative adventures. 

The success of his d^but in fashionable life at Bagneres-de- 
Luchon emboldened him. Under the name of Conjite de 
Ceres, which he borrowed from an old Donjon of his family, 
he tried his hand at political espionage, and went on suspicious 
missions to London, into Germany, and Russia.'^ He then 
dallied with some commissariat business for the navy, the 
anny, and the Island of Corsica, but was unsuccessful. 
Seeing that this was not in his line, he settled in Paris, 
fully detennined to devote his whole attention for the future 
to alcove diplomacy, in which he was a past master. He 
was a type of the impudent, noisy, stubborn, and marvel- 
lously vicious Gascon, and he won for himself the name of 
the "Roue'"— "The Rake."" Spending the winter in Paris 
and the sunnner at Spa, following the Court — amongst the 
menials — to Fontainebleau, Choisy, and Compiegne, living on 
intrigues, and showing a genias for discovering pretty girls, 
whom he chaperoned not without profit, he attained a reputa- 
tion for being " the worst subject in France.**" He had already, 
about 1760, produced at the Compiegne theatre the daughter 
of a Strasburg water-carrier, named Dorothee, whose beauty 
had attracted Louis XV .\s attention. In the event of her 
becoming the King\s mistress, the Roue, a.s the price of his 
discovery, intended to ask for the post of French Minister 
to Cologne.^ But Mme. de Pompadour, who was then in 
favour, kept a sharp look out, and Dorothee was set aside. 

Now, Jean du Barry had given no sign of his existence to 
his kindred for more than ten years, and had almost been 
forgotten at Levignac, when, one fine day, he arrived there 

* The marriage was celebrated on December 8th, 1748. A son, named 
Jean Baptiste du Barry (known as Adolphe) was bom on September 12th, 
1749. He married Mile, de Toumon, and was killed in a duel in England 
on November 10th, 1779. According to M. Charles Vatel, the pommel 
of his sword, which was picked up on the scene of the fight, is used as a 
seal by the Hath Town Council. 

^ Lt Tribunal r^voltUionnaire de Toulowe^ by Alexandre Duboul. 

^*M^.moirt» de Mme, du Hatuaei, chamber-maid to Mme. de Pompadour. 

121 



ROMANCES OF THE FRENCH REVOLUTION 

from Paris, post haste, very busy, agitated and excited. 
Without wasting time over family effusions, he called a 
council of his mother, his brother Guillaume, and his two 
sisters, and laid before them the object of his journey. 

What a strange story he had to tell ! — so strange that any 
other man would have hesitated to enter upon such a 
narrative. Though doubtless disdainful of the art of 
introducing a subject, for he had to be quick over his tale, 
he mast, all the same, have felt some embarrassment upon 
commencing, before a provincial audience, the delicate 
history of a certain Jeanne Becu, the illegitimate daughter of 
a servant-girl and an erring monk,^ whom he had met in a 
gaming-house, with whom he had lived for several months, 
and who, thanks to his relations with M. Lebel, the provider 
of his Majesty's secret pleasures, he had succeeded in 
introducing into the royal harem by dressing her out, so as 
to cleanse her, with the title and name of his own wife, the 
Comtesse du Barry. 

Such revelations were astounding news for Levignac 
ITiis echo from the social sewei-s of Paris jarred strangely on 
the net»essarily austere and poor family, and one can picture 
the old woman, a cap on her head, sitting dumb with 
astonishment, the brother attentively listening, and the 
sisters open-mouthed, whilst the scamp, as he filliped his 
shirt-frill, revealed the mysteries of the little house in the 
Parc-aux-Cerfs, and indignantly cui-sed the intrigue which 
narrowly escaped ruining his pleasant little plan. A certain 

Mme. de G , — and here he gave the name of one of the 

great families of France, — whose personal hopes were 
destroyed by Jeanne Btk;u\s success, had suspected a fraud 
and committed the mean action of writing to M. de Riquet- 
Bourepos, President of the Toulouse Parliament, for informa- 

^ It can be asserted that Mme. du Barry's father was the monk Jean 
Jacques Gomekrd, since his heirs themselves swore to the fact before the 
Cour de Paris, and, on that ground, claimed the courtesan^s fortune. 
(See the Ocuette des Trihmiaiix for February 23rd, 1830.) 

Jean Jacques Gomard, who was bom in 1715, died at the Bic^tr^ 
hospice in Wivose, Year XII, at the age of ninety-nine. 

On these points, which have been discussed at great length by 
historians of Mme. du Barry, see the QazeUt des Tribunaux for December 
5th, 1828, and the Becueil g^iUral dcSirey, 1832, p. 25. 
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tion about the civil condition of the alleged Comtesse du 
Barry.^ M. de Riquet-Bourepos, like a cautious courtier 
that he was, had ali^tained from replying before obtaining 
the new favourite's consent. And that was how it came 
about that Jean du Barry, hastening to avert the danger, 
had taken the mail-coach for Toulouse. It was necessary 
that the girl Becu should be officially transformed within a 
month into an authentic Comtesse du Bfiury, otherwise the 
enormous profit which the family might derive fit)m the 
situation was definitely compromised. Guillamne — heaven 
be thanked! — was stiU a bachelor, and therefore the 
appointed saviour. All that would be required of him 
would be the signing of his name at the bottom of a 
contract and on a parish register, and a shower of gold would 
reward his quite platonic devotion. 

Such was the substance of Jean du Barry's discourse, and 
his words produced a sensation. The dull minds of his 
Usteners, which up to then had been sufficiently interested by 
the gossip of Levignac, were made dizzy by this huge plot. 
The King, the Count of Versailles, intrusion into the 
mysteries of royal love affairs, favour, and money — these 
were things which would have intoxicated cooler heads, and 
tempted less voracious appetites. It is probable, however, 
that objections were made. For instance, who were these 
Becus.^ Jean unravelled their lineage. The mother had 
had two illegitimate children,^ and had therefore been 
obliged to leave her native \illage of Vaucouleurs, at the 
other end of France, and hide her faults in Paris, where she 
had married a man named Hanson, the meanest of farm 
labourers. Her imcles, Charles, Baptiste, and Nicolas Becu, 
were all valets ; her aunt Marie Anne had a baker's shop ; 
her aunt Marguerite kept an inn ; and another aunt, who 
was unmarried, had had her hour of celebrity under the 
name of the "Beautiful Helene." These details somewhat 

> La SocUU Totdousaine d la Jin du XVIII; tUde, by Paul de Casteras. 

* Jeanne, bom on August 19th, 1743, the celebrated courtesan ; and 
Claude, who was bom on Febmary 14th, 1747. The existence of this brother 
of Mme. du Barry, who doubtless died when he was a child, since 
no trace can be found of him at a later date, is revealed by the Vaucouleurs 
pariah register. 
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chilled his audience, and the noble lady of Levignac, in 
particular, was horrified at such a plebeian family. But 
Jeanne was almost a queen; the King was deeply in love 
with her ; and she promised to be so generous that their 
scruples were overcome. Moreover, the Roue, with his 
communicative ease, undertook to falsify the documents by 
filling them with high-sounding titles, so that they would be 
presentable and honour would be safe — at any rate on paper. 
That decided the question. 

A light covered conveyance and a cob were hired the next 
day, and the whole family set out for Toulouse. The mother, 
who consented to her children dishonouring themselves so 
long as it cast her nothing, signed a procuration at the office 
of M. Sans, the notary, authorising Guillaume du Barry ^ to 
contract a marriage with anyone with whom he thought fit, 
on the express condition that the said lady gave nothing to 
her son on the oc*casion of the said marriage.'*' ^ The docu- 
ment having been signed, they embraced, and wished each 
other success. Jean du Barry quickly pushed his brother into a 
berlin and took coach with him back to Paris, in conipany 
with Chon and Bitschi, who might be useful. 

Since d'Artagnan and Cyrano, both of romantic memory, 
many Gascons thirsting for fortune and adventures have bent 
their steps towards Paris; but never, doubtless, was there 
such an exodus as that of the Du Barrys towards their new 
life. 

Passive and indifferent as facts show him to have been, 
Guillaume must have meditated on the unknown woman with 
whom he was to be united, and whose image, so seductive 
that a blase King had entirely lost his head, he attempted to 
evoke . . . Chon and Bitschi must also have reflected; and 
nothing is more astonishing than the case of these two women, 
luitil then resigned to living a dull but virtuous life in the 
lonely manor of their ancestors, blindly accepting a role in 
this cvnical comedy, and asking for employment at the mere 
mention of which the day before they would have been insul- 

* For the complete text of this procuration, see Curumt^s sur U rignt de 
Loiiis XIII. , Lfouis XIV., et Lo\im XV., by A. le Roi, 

124 



CHIEFLY ABOUT MADAME DU BARRY 

ted. As to the Roue, he had only one idea — reach Paris, and 
quickly ! So he hurried the postilioas, doubled their per- 
quisites, and rode the horses to death in his fear that delay 
would spoil eveiything. It took a fortnight in those days to 
make the journey from Paris to Toulouse and back, and he 
trembled at the thought that during this time the " hussy,^ 
deprived of his tutelage, might have committed some 
irreparable stupidity. 

It was in his brother's apartment, in the Rue Neuve des 
Petits-Champs, that Guillaume met his betrothed for the 
first time. Her radiant beauty doubtless touched him ; for 
he appears from that hour to have conceived a passionate 
hatred against her — the rancour of a man who is conscious of 
his baseness. Besides, the introductions were shortened, and 
were perhaps, rather ct)ld. Notwithstanding Jean\s art of 
juggling with difficulties the situation remained a delicate 
one. But things were done as quickly as possible, and Me. 
Gamier-Deschenes immediately read the marriage contract. 
ITiis took place on July 23rd, only eight days after the mother 
had given her consent in Toulouse. ITie "period" of 
betrothal ^ was reduced, in short, to a minimum. Only one 
article of the contract was, however, of importance, and this 
the notary read as follows: "The future wife will bear all 
household expenses : food, rent, wages table linen, main- 
tenance of horses and carriages, and education of children 
bom of the marriage. . . ."" 

Children were out of the c]|uestion, and for the very good 
reason that Guillaume du Barry was to remain the lady^s 
" future husband "" jxjrpetually. As soon as the contract was 
signed she courtesied to him and returned to Versailles. But 
they saw each other again on the occasion of the religious 
ceremony (then indispensable for the validity of a marriage), 
which took place at Saint-I^urent, on September 1st, at five 
o'clock in the morning. On leaving the church Jeanne Bccu 
could officially call herself the wife of the " high and power- 
ful Messire Guillaume, Comte du Barry ,**" and in that quality 
bear anns, which she did not neglect to do. She imagined 
an escutcheon composed of a jay and two roses surmounted 
by the letter G, which was placed there to recall the name of 
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her father, the monk Gomard. This man, seeing that his 
daughter was " turning out weU,*" had suddenly recollected 
her, and signed as a witness to the marriage, styling himself 
*' priest almoner to the King,"^ a title to whidi he had 
no right. A still more piquant detail is that he figured 
at the ceremony as the bearer of the procuration of Ranson, 
the lawful husband of Anne Becu, the mother of the new 
Countess. Ranson probably knew eveiything and was not 
jealoas of his wife^s past. 

The Roue had kept his promise. Everything in the 
marriage contract — names. Christian neunes, titles, ages, and 
pasition of the contracting parties and witnesses — was fiedse ; 
and the lawsuits to which its wording gave rise lasted until 
1833.1 

It has been said that Comte Guillaume, immediately after 
the nuptial ceremony, received, with a brevet for a pension 
of nP200, an order to return to Touloase, where he was 
to keep quiet. But this tradition is incorrect. Mme. du 
Barry's platonic husband was, as he himself said, *' as broad 
as he was long ^ ; and he does not appear to have been 
in a huiTy to return to the provinces and face his com- 
patriots' reception. He chase a fine apartment in a hoase in 
the Rue de Bourgogne, furnished it, and settled down. No 
sooner had he done this than, much to his astonishment, 
an unexpected number of unknown relatives and new friends 
poured in upon him, some coasin after the Brittany— or 
Gascony — fashion making his or her appearance daily. 
Flattered at the idea of being able to show his wealth, 
Guillaume did not ask to look at their pedigrees but 
put them all up, thus fonning a kind of court in the midst 
of which he strutted. 

In a modest room, opposite the windows of his house, 
there lived a poor work- woman, named Mme. Diot, who 
had been reduced to poverty by premature widowhood. 
Imagining that she also might be a distant relative of her 
hospitable neighbour, she called one morning on the Comte 
du Barry, with many excuses for not haring come sooner, 
and attributed her discretion to her deplorable pride. She 

1 Cfazttle (l^ Trihunavx, July 4th, August oth, 11th, 27th, 1833. 
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was accompanied by her young sister, Mile. Madeleine 
Lemoine, a charming girl of nineteen. " She was a lively 
brunette,*" writes a woman who knew her at that time.^ 
" Her large, almond-shaped eyes were sunnounted by two jet 
black eyebrows, which looked as though they were drawn 
by an artist's brush. She had a most pretty mouth, her 
teeth were as white as snow, and in her figure, carriage, 
and look there was an imposing nobleness."" . . . But it was 
far, however, from intimidating the Comte du Barry, who, 
delighted to discover so pretty a cousin, immediately invited 
Mile. Lemoine to share his luxury. And so instilled was he 
with a family spirit, so attentive a relative did he show 
himself, that one year afterwards, on November 2nd, 1769, 
Madeleine made him the father of a son. He sen^ the 
mother and child to Toulouse, and joined them there a few 
months later. Chon and Bitschi remained at Versailles, 
in order to watch over Mme. du Barry, encourage her to 
show effective gratitude towards the noble family to whom 
she owed her coronet, and extract as much money as 'possible 
from her. 

The count and his friend received an icy reception at 
Toulouse. But M. du Barry did not dream of taking 
it amiss : he relied on circumstances to aid him, and as 
chance would have it they did so. 

The excessive deamess of bread at the beginning of 1771 
having caused a sort of riot at the Com Exchange, a market 
woman struck the Capitoul J. Esparbes, who was trying to 
calm the popular tumult, across the face. The offender, 
imprisoned at the town hall, was about to be hanged, when 
Comte Guillaume, adopting this means of winning popularity, 
jumped into his carriage, ordered his men to clear a way 
through the crowd which had collected in front of the 
Capitole, burst open the doors, and succeeded, by earnest 
requests, backed up by a threat to bring " his influence '" into 
play, in calming the magistrates'" anger, and in obtaining from 
them an order for the liberation of the already condemned 
woman.* Du Barry returned to his house amidst cheers and 

* A ToulouBe biography. 

^ Souvenirs (Tune actricCf by Louise FusiL 
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applause. But, though this adventure won for him, for a 
time, the people'^s esteem, it closed to him for ever the doors 
of the Touloase aristocracy. For this, however, he cared 
little. He lived in great retirement with Madeleine Lemoine 
and their two children, either in his house in the Rue du 
Senechal, where he studied conchology, or at the ancestral 
manor of Levignac, which, after his mother^s death, he 
occupied himself in restoring. 

The rain of gold predicted by Jean did, in fact, pour down 
on the entire family. In 1772 Guillaume was once more in 
Paris, pleading for a separation from his wife the countess — 
a rather skilful piece of blac*kmailing, since the King^s mistress 
had every interest in avoiding the scandal of judicial pro- 
ceedings. Tliey called each other "infamous,*" and threats 
were exchanged ; but the countess ended by paying, and 
M. du Barry returned to Toulouse the possessor of an annuity 
of i^,400. Jean, who, without a doubt, was the instigator 
of this new scheme, was not forgotten. As the price of his 
services, he obtained the earldom of Isle-Joui-dain, with an 
annual revenue of more than i?4,000, which he immediately 
bet about s(]uandering. 

He determined to build a palace " in the latest style of the 
capital "*** on a part of the Place Saint-Semin, which was then 
called the Place Saint- Raymond. One fine day a number of 
masons airived at Toulouse from Paris by the mail-coach, and 
immediately set to work. But the completed building did 
not please its owner, so the workmen pulled it down and 
started on another. This strange building still exists, and 
to-day forms part of the Benedictine convent. A few 
symbolical garlands of flowers, carved on the pediments over 
the tall windows, and some equally symbolic cornucopias are 
the only remains of its former decoration. 

Never did the raving of a conceited citizen equal the vain 
fancy of this parvenu who claimed to have at his disposal 
" the finances of a kingdom."'' Arthur Young, who visited 
the Du Barry mansion in 1788, recognised that he had only 
one merit — that of showing how far folly can go. " On 
an acre of ground,'*'' he writes, " there are hills, cardboard 
mountains, canvas rocks, abbes, cows and shepherdesses. 
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lead aheep, monkeys and peasants, stone donkeys and altars, 
beautiful ladies and blacksmiths, wooden parrots and lovers, 
mills and cottages, shops and villages. . . .*" A terracotta 
bear kept guard at the bottom of a hillock decorated at the 
top by a miniature mill, towards which a miller and his ass 
appeu^ to be climbing. Two tigers lay in waiting in the 
meeulow, and tropical vegetation was represented by large 
palm trees painted on wood. The house properly so called 
contained a red marble gallery ; an accumulation of pictures, 
statues, mirrors, and objects of art of all sorts, and furniture 
which was as sumptuous as it was eccentric. On ringing at 
the door of this astonishing residence, a wax Abb^ emerged 
from a Gothic chapel, and, by means of an ingenious 
mechanism, advanced to open the door to the visitor. 

There, Jean du Barry gave magnificent fites^ which, 
generally, only needed guests. Women especiaJly abstained 
from attending, the master of the house affecting ^^so 
singular a tone and such free ways that they did not know 
what to reply to him."" He was everlastingly referring to 
" his fi-iend "" the Due de Richelieu, and boasting of his feats 
of gallantry. The gallant marshal was his hero and model ; 
he imitated his careless, semi-dialectical manner of speech ; 
and when he had occasion to speak of the king he &miliarly 
called him^^o^. 

Guillaume had simpler tastes. He divided his time 
between the city and his Reynery estate, a comfortable 
country house, buried in trees, where he spent the summer 
keeping house with Madeleine Lemoine, giving his neighbours 
country entertainments, and looking after the education of 
his two sons. The last-named must have been somewhat 
astonished at seeing, in the place of honour in their mother^s 
drawing-room, the bust of a beautiful and amply dicoUeike 
lady, who wore on her forehead the crescent of Diana. It 
was no other than the portrait of the real Comtesse du 
Barry, the one whose duties at the Court kept her at 
VersaiUes.* 

An unexpected event — the death of the King — ^brought 

^ MifmoHiru of the Touloiue Acad^mie des Soienoei, InsoriptionB et BeUes- 
lettres, voL x. 
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trouble on these calm lives. The news of Louisas iUness and 
death reach Languedoc simultaneously, and threw the Du 
Barrys into a state of confusion, somewhat resembling 
the scattering of a flock of pillaging sparrows. Comte 
GuiUaume packed his portmant^u and disappeared, tradition 
says, amidst the hoots of his fellow citizens ; Bitschi, on the 
other hand, hastened from Louveciennes to hide herself in 
Toulouse; Jean, who was at Versailles, took coach for 
Greneva; and Chon, persisting in her role of matron, 
accompanied her sister-in-law to the Abbey of Pont-aux- 
Dames, where the fallen favourite had been banished by a 
royal order. " The coopers are at bay,"" said the Marque de 
Bi^vre, '^ and aU the barrels are leaking.'" 

But the storm was soon over. The debonnair Louis XVL 
did not bear any malice, and before two years had gone by 
the beautifril Countess had left the convent and found a 
successor to her good graces. Her husband, still philosophical, 
had returned to Reynery; Chon, living with Bitschi in 
Toulouse, had taken a house in the Rue de la Pomme ^ for 
her sister and herself; and the Roue had addressed such 
touching appeals to the ministers from abroad that he also 
was allowed to return to his "folly'' on the Place Saint- 
Raymond. They all of them then entered upon a luxuriant 
and uneventful life. Jean du Barry, the most restless one 
of the family, did not consider, however, that the time for 
his retirement had come. Having lost his wife, he looked 
out for a second one, determined, this time, to find a very 
young and very pretty noblewoman. Mile, de Rabaudy- 
Montoussin possessing all these qualities, he married her. 
Quite certain, in case this fresh union turned out as lucrative 
as his relations with Jeanne Becu had been, that he would 
not be obliged to divide the profits with a third person, he 
brought his young wife to Paris. But he had to come down 
in his pretensions. Honest Louis XVL was proof against a 
certain form of temptation, and it appears to have been 
handsome Colonne who profited by Jean du Barry's fresh 
find. Besides, the Roue had lost his former skill. A new 
society, in which he felt out of his element, had arisen, and 
1 La SoeUU touhuaaine d la fin du XVIII; tUcU. 
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his stays in Paris, where his wife lived, consequently became 
rarer and rarer. 

At the beginning of the Terror, the whole of the Du 
Barry family was at Toulouse, and on the first sign of trouble 
it was easy to foresee that their day of settlement was drawing 
near. As he was stepping into his carriage to go to the 
Bagncres waters, the former Comte Guillaume was arrested 
and put into the Visitation prison, in the Rue du P^rigord. 
A fortnight later his brother joined him there. Madeleine 
Lemoine, denounced as a suspect, was imprisoned in the 
former convent of the canonesses of Saint-Semin. On 
October 10th it was Chon and Bitschi'^s turn — "women of 
immoral disposition,^ said the gaol-register, " and who much 
regret the former regime.'*' Thus the members of the Con- 
vention on a mission in the Haute Garonne were able to 
write to the Comity de Salut Public on October 14th : "The 
Du Barry family is in our hands. We considered that a 
single arrest did not meet the case of such scandalous squan- 
derers of public money.'' 

Jean du Barry, who was self-indulgent and anxious to pass 
his last days in comfort, took with him to prison a complete 
suite of fiimiture, a feather-bed, plate, and a massive silver 
toilet service. Guillaume was more indifferent, and con- 
tented himself with the prison regime. Nay, he even sacri- 
ficed his last savings, amounting to £9S^ so that his brother 
might have the pleasure of eating good food up to the end of 
his life.^ But in spite of all this the Roue was anxious ; his 
health was declining; and inaction was fatal to him. "To 
get up in the morning and go to bed at night," he said, " is 
a very monotonous kind of a Ufe for a man accustomed to 
great intrigues." 

He confessed that he was discouraged and " weary of the 
struggle." All that remained of his immense fortune was an 
annuity of <£^, and his debts amounted to <£^1 7,300. His 
fine residence was sequestered, his collections confiscated, and 
his furniture sold. 

^ La SoeiiUtoulovLaaint d, la Jin du XVIII*. tUcU, 
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The Toulouse revolutionary tribunal held its first sitting 
on January ITth, 1794. The next day two guards called at 
the Visitation prison for the Rou^ and transferred him to the 
Concieigerie. A sybarite to the very end, he had all his 
furniture brought with him, and installed himself in his new 
prison as though he were going to be there for several 
months. But he did not delude himself as to his fate. '^ A 
little sooner or a little later — what does it matter ! ^ he said. 
" They are going to deliver me from my infirmities.^ 

Guillaume, who remained at the Visitation, anxiously 
awaited the verdict. A turnkey, named Adam Moulis, went 
from one prison to another, retailing news. At half-past 
nine o^dock on the morning of January 17th, he returned 
with a contented air and announced : ^^ He is sentenced, and 
the execution is to take place to-day.'' 

The city was in an uproar. It was not the first time that 
the guillotine had been seen at work there ; but the spectacle 
was still new to the inhabitants of Toulouse. Moreover, 
they were curious to see how the Roue "would take the 
thing."" The crowd proceeded in a body towards the Place 
de la Liberte, where, in front of the Capitole, the scafibld 
had been erected. About three o'clock, Guillaume, who was 
intently listening in his cell for every noise in tiie street, 
heard a distant and prolonged roll of drums. ... A 
little later, Adam Moulis reappeared, looking very satisfied, 
and related the details of the execution. In short, Jean da 
Barry had shown courage. When the men came to fetch 
him from prison, they found him distributing small souvenirs 
to his fellow prisoners. He gave to M. de Chinian " a bottle 
of volatile spirit ^ ; to M. de Lupp^ some diamond buttons ; 
and to M. Pouvillon a tortoise-shell box ornamented with a 
gold circle.^ . . . Then, seeing the executioner — a strong 
young feUow, named Varene — ^he laughed and said : ** He'll 
be finely taken in when he seizes me by the hair, for my wig 
will come off in his hands."^ 

They left the prison. The Rou^ was deadly pale and so 

^ \f6moire8 of the Touloufie Aoad^mie des Sciences, InscriptioiiB etHeUei- 
lettres, vol. x. 
^ Memoires de MaUet Du Pan—MisceUanea, vol ii« p. 496. 
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bent that he appeared to be a hundred years old. At the 
foot of the guillotine he showed momentary weakness and 
wept ; but he recovered and hoisted himself on to the plat- 
form. Deep silence followed. He was seen to salute the 
crowd, and as Varene pushed him towards the guillotine 
plank, he cried: "Farewell, friends; farewell, dear fellow 
citizens!^ . . . The boimd body heaved forward, the knife fell, 
and in the midst of the horrible splashing of blood which 
struck the crowd dumb and stupid, a dreadful sight was 
witnessed. A man who was lying under the platform caught 
the warm blood in his hands as it streamed from the planks 
and raised it to his lips ! ^ 

Hie history of this family ended with Jean du Barry ; his 
majestic cynicism contrasted so strangely with Guillaume^s 
indolence and passiveness, that when the former was dead, 
the latter, no longer of any account, was forgotten. 

Time passed and the prisons were emptied. Madeleine 
Lemoine was the first to be released. A little later, Chon and 
Bitschi saw the doors of their prison open. But they were 
without a roof over their heads. Their house in the Rue de la 
Pomme was being used by the commissaries, and the house and 
grounds on the Place Saint-Raymond were occupied by the 
executive of the military carriage department. When M. du 
Barry was himself set free, he calculated that he and his 
family had lost in eighteen months a yearly income of about 
jP8,000. On the other hand, he was a widower, the Parisian 
guillotine having freed him from the beautiful Countess 
whose honorary husband he had been for twenty-five years. 

The first thing he did was "to assure his name to the 
woman who was united to him by the respectable bonds ot 
gratitude and esteem," and on Thermidor 7, Year III, he 
married Madeleine Lemoine. Of his two sons, one, Victor, 
had been killed whilst with the Army of the Pyrenees ; the 
other . . . But should not history end when useless revelations 
begin? 

On visiting Levignac he found that there also the tempest 
had caused widespread havoc Everything, even the beds, 
^ Lt Tribmial r^vo/ttftonnatre d/t TVu^otife, by Alexandre Dabool. 
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had been sold. M. du Barry succeeded, however, in coUeddng 
a few scraps of his former wealth. The last years of his life 
were peaceful, his compatriots, whether out of indifference or- 
pity, appearing to have forgotten his past. He died on 
November 28th, 1811. 

His sisters survived him. The Chon and the Bitsdii of 
former times, the bosom friends of Jeanne B^cu, the fsuniliais 
of the little boudoirs of Versailles, were transformed into two 
austere, peevish, and very dignified old women, whose some- 
what haughty severity and over-susceptible prudishness was 
the only reproach whidi their rare friends could bring against 
them. 

H 
ZAMOR^ END 

In the Louvre is a water-colour by Moreau representing 
the large dining-room of the Pavilion de Louveciennes on 
the evening of fifete, 

Louis XV. is dining at Mme. du Barry's. Lackeys move 
around the table waiting on the guests : fine ladies with very 
low cut dresses and noblemen dressed as Knights of the Holy 
Ghost. Behind the favourite, a person in livery carries in 
his arms a pretty greyhound, which attracts the admiration 
of a group of guests. It is the Countess's little dog, and its 
appearance is quite an event. Amidst the general joy, only 
the King remains immoved and sad. He speaks to no one ; 
there is a vague look in his eyes ; he sits in a depressed attitude; 
and his hand rests listlessly on the table. . . . He feels dull. 

In the foreground a beautiful marchioness is stuffing with 
burnt almonds a young negro, who wears a white turban 
with feathers, a little pink coat, and black 'high-top boots. 
This is Zamor, the favourite page, who was brought from 
Bengal when quite a child by an English captain. Mme. du 
Barry, considering that this seven-year-old blackamoor would 
cut a fine figure in company with her dog, her sky-blue parrot, 
and her white monkeys, attached him to her household. ^ 

The child appeared intelligent; he was taught how to 
read ; and, his beautiful mistress acting as godmother, was 

134 



CHIEFLY ABOUT MADAME DU BARRY 

baptised in the midst of great pomp. Henceforth he was 
present at every fHe, His coats were "numerous and 
magnificent^; in summer he was clothed in thin white 
cotton, and in winter in velvet. The King, whom nothing 
amused, sometimes deigned to smile at the playful tricks of 
Zamor, who was permitted to take any liberty whatever. 

Now, if you are fond of contrasts, leave Moreau^s dazzling 
water-colour, with its candelabra, its marbles, and gilded 
canopies, and, by way of the quays, reach that lab3rrinth of 
ancient streets which wind from the Place Maubert to the 
old Toumelle. One of them, the Rue Maitre- Albert, 
formerly called the Rue Perdue, is darker, more dreary, and 
more hideous than the others. Stop when you come to 
No. 13, a wretched, lofty building without shutters, with 
mildewed walls and damp porch. ... It was there on February 
7th, 1820, on the second-floor, looking on to the courtyard, 
that Zamor died. 

ITiere are few studies more fascinating than that of the 
lives of the men who, after playing a role in the Revolution, 
survived it. They have the air of shipwrecked persons cast 
by a storm on an unknown shore. We can see from their 
attitude that their work has disappointed them; the 
command of the terrible engine which they set in motion hiis 
slipped from their control ; and they hide themselves under- 
ground, stupefied, distrustful, and embarrassed, at the same 
time appearing to become indifferent to the meannesses of 
life, as though existence had given them in a few years the 
sum total of the emotions which a human being can support. 

TAmoT did not escape from this lassitude. Yet he was 
somewhat of a personage under the Terror. Appointed 
secretary to the Watch Committee for the Versailles district, 
where he took up his residence on Mme. du Barry^s arrest, he 
was called as a witness when she appeared before the 
revolutionary tribunal. T*heir positions were reversed; it 
was now he who, with a word, perhaps, could save the life of 
his benefactress. But he did not even make the attempt. 
He remained disdainful and unmoved in the presence of the 
poor woman'*s anguish, and gave evidence against her, as he 
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would have done in the case of a person quite indi lRii c d l to 
him. Whether prompted by cowardice or ruicoiir, this 
ingratitude did not do him much good; for, less than a 
month later, he was himself imprisoned. Claimed by ^ the 
honest patriots who frequent the Caf^ Prooope, where he is 
esteemed for everything which is estimable,^ he was released 
after six weeks^ imprisonment, and then disappeared. . . . We 
do not meet him again imtil twenty-five years later — sad, 
poor, and worn out by life— croudied in the wretched hovel 
in the Rue Perdue. 

But a few years ago the old inhabitants of the quarter 
remembered this sickly and melancholy-looking little man. 
Age had faded his complexion, his skin having turned to a 
disagreeable yellow. His nose was slightly flattened, and his 
hair was firizzy and grey. He came to live in the Rue 
Perdue about 1815. The street was admirably suited to 
a man who wished to live in retirement, for the Rue Perdue 
was then, as it is now, under the new name which it has borne 
sinc*e 1844, one of the most unknoiivn and least frequented of 
Paris streets. And Zamor was then fleeing from the world. 
It is related that he fell in love with a pretty mercer who had 
a shop in the Palais-Royal, and that his small fortune, which 
he had entrusted to her keeping, was quickly squandered. 
The poor negro was embittered by this mortification, so he 
lived alone, allowing no woman to cross his threshold and 
doing his own house-work. His room, consequently, was only 
moderately clean. He was, however, exceedingly polite and 
** raised his hat to everyone whom he met on the staircase.*" 

A person who in his youth lived in this house at the same 
time as Zamor related, some seventy years ago, that he spoke 
but little of the former century. When pressed and unable 
to defend himself, he did so in bitter terms, saying that, 
though it was true the beautiful countess had brought him 
up, it was only to make him into her plajrthing. She 
allowed him to be humib'ated at her house, and he was 
everlastingly the object of the raillery and insults of the 
familiars of the chateau. 

Strange to say, Zamor was well read. He was saved from 
the guillotine in 1793 by the plea that "a deep study of 
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Jean Jacques and Mably had preserved him from the 
corruption of an infamous Court,'' — ^and that was no mere 
declamatory statement. This negro was a lettered man and 
prided himself on having ^^ always been a philosopher.'' He 
kept the pure revolutionary doctrine intact ; he hated the 
old regime. On the walls of his small bedroom were the 
portraits of Marat and Robespierre, and on a white wood 
shelf were ranged, amongst other books, the works of his 
favourite teacher, Rousseau. He expressed himself correctly 
in French, and gave elementary lessons for a living in 
reading, writing, grammar, and orthography to a few children 
in his quarter. 

Study of the philosophers, however, did not mollify his 
character. A contemporary, sixty years after his death, 
related to M. Charles Vatel, the indefatigable historian of 
Mme. du Barry, that " Monsieur " Zamor was a hard and 
cruel man. His landlady, Mme. Poullain, entrusted him 
with the education of one of her young nephews, the lessons 
being given in the negro's rooms on the second floor. But 
Zamor boxed his pupil's ears so roughly that Mme. Poullain, 
who lived on the third floor, " could hear the sound of the 
blows through the ceiling," so the child was taken away and 
sent to school. This incident was noised abroad in the 
quarter and got the professor a bad reputation ; he rapidly 
lost his pupils and was reduced to poverty. 

The Rue Mai tre- Albert, which appears to be the last 
refuge of the legendary vagabonds of the Place Maubert, 
driven from their old haunts through the making of new 
streets, is somewhat sinister yet singularly picturesque. The 
height of its houses makes it seem longer and narrower than 
it really is. Their dirty, mildewed, irregular facades stretch 
out in line, leaning over and supporting each other, their 
ground floors daubed with crude colours. The general effect 
is dis(]uieting and suspicioas-looking. Nevertheless, for 
Zamor's sake, I love to stroll down this street. Not because 
he himself is very attractive, but on accoimt of the mystery 
which surrounds him. This man saw and knew so many 
things, yet he died without telling us anything. We can see 
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him, in imagination, returning at twilight to his gloomy 
lodging, enveloped in a patched overcoat, lean, hollow- 
cheeked, and his grey hair protruding from under his cap. 
Shivering and in a dream, he creeps under the shadow of the 
walls . . . What were Zamor^s day-dreams in his old age? 

Without doubt he once more saw himself, dressed in a red 
velvet hussar^s coat, embroidered with silver, a little sword at 
his side, and a bearskin cap with a heron^s feather on his 
head, drawing aside the green silk curtains, embroidered 
with bouquets of roses, which enclosed his beautiful mistresses 
alcove, and putting a pair of flame-coloured satin slippers on 
her pretty feet. This old n^ro, at whom the street-boys 
laughed, had seen the King of France face to fisMse, had eaten 
at his table, had been his plaything and his confidant. A 
prince of Bourbon blood had acted as his godfather, and he 
had received the homage of obsequious courtiers. Must 
he not also have had his flatterers? Humbler^ than he had 
had them, for the King of Sweden was allowed the favour of 
passing a diamond necklace over the neck of the favourite's 
greyhound ! 

Zamor had other thoughts as well. It is said that he 
followed through the streets the tumbril which bore to the 
scaflbld the woman whom he had known almost as a goddess, 
and perhaps he recollected the cry as of a terrified animal 
which she uttered when she felt her white neck enclosed in 
the horrible lunette^ moist with blood. All these things must 
have haunted him as he lay stretched that February night on 
his pallet in the Rue Perdue, dying of cold and htmger. 

On his bedside table were found three francs. As he was 
without friends or relations, Mme. Poullain gave information 
of his death to the police commissary, who undertook the 
preparations for the funeral. The neighbours reftised to 
attend, and when, the next day, the bare coffin was exposed 
to view at the entrance to the house, people looked on 
without any feeling of sadness, remarking : " Ifs Zamor, the 
negro who betrayed Mme. du Bany."^ 

Nobody followed the hearse, which proceeded straight to 
the Vaugirard cemetery, without stopping at the church. 
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Can you picture the Rond-point des Champs Elys^ as it 
was a century ago ? 

It consisted of a circular space carpeted with grass and 
surrounded by trees, somewhat resembling the cross roads in 
a royal forest. Crossing it was the main road to Neuilly, a 
narrow ribbon of large paving-stones. Not a house was 
to be seen. The huge triangular piece of land at the bottom 
which extends as far as the Cours-la-Reine roadway was 
entirely given up to market-gardening, and was covered with 
glasshouses, wells, frames, and salads carefully arranged 
in rows. This market-garden was crossed by two avenues of 
trees. One, a sort of mall, ever deserted and almost 
run to waste, was nameless, and led nowhere. To-day, it 
is the Avenue d'Antin. The other, a very long avenue, led 
to the Chaillot fire-station, and had tall, twisted elms, which 
were protected against the possible collision of carriages 
by massive barriers dating from the time of M. de Marigny. 
The road was overgrown by grass intersected by narrow foot- 
paths made by passers by, gardeners, laundry-maids, or 
growers of the Chaillot vines, which began there. The place 
was so desolate, isolated, and peaceful that, after being c^led 
the Allee des Soupirs, it received the name of the AlL4e des 
Veuves, and, in 1812, Tynna still wrote : " This avenue at 
the bottom of the Champs Elysees is really suitable for 
widows who experience true sorrow at the loss of their 
husbands.*" It is now the Avenue Montaigne. 

At the end of the Allee des Veuves, near the Seine, there 
stood in 1795 a house of rustic appearance called the 
Chaumiere, fronted by a large garden and surrounded by 
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poplars and lilac-bushes. Owing to a caprice of Mme. Tal- 
lien, this rarely-explored comer of Paris had become fashion- 
able. She had had the house painted to look like a stage 
farm, with a careful imitation of dilapidated bricks and 
worm-eaten woodwork. Flowers climbed to the very roof, 
which was ornamented with a picturesquely moss-grown 
thatch. This pretty woman, who was credited with the 
political change whidi took place at Thermidor, was then the 
idol of Parisians. She was no longer called the Marquise de 
Fontenay, her first married name, and was seldom called 
Th^rezia Cabarrus, her maiden name, but was generally 
named Citoyenne Tallien, which was the name of the man 
who had twice saved her from the guillotine, and to whom, 
out of gratitude, she had given herself As a matter of fieurt, 
she officially beoftme his wife on December S6th, 1794. Hie 
same evening shejopened her bergerie in the A11& des Veuves, 
and all fashionable Paris hurried there. Ther^a^s beauty 
accomplished the miracle of attracting to this Champs- 
Elysecs desert, in the depth of winter, dandies in chine 
stockings and merveiUeuses in gauze dresses. 

The men present included Garat, Fr^ron, Barras, Sieyes, 
Cherubini, M^ul, Carle Vemet, and Ch^nier; among the 
ladies were Citoyennes Beauhamais, d'^Aiguillon, Chateau- 
Regnault, and Cambys. But the charms of the latter paled 
in the presence of Therezia^s dazzling beauty. " When she 
entered her drawing-room,*" said Auber, who, when very 
young, attended the fete^ at the Chaumiere, " she brought 
day and night with her — day for herself and night for 
others.*" 

Tallien adored her. But this Parisian gaming who was the 
son — at least officially — of an honest concierge in the Rue de 
la Perle, did not get over his good fortune. Fate had 
reserved for him the strangest of destinies. Springing from 
nothing, and suddenly raised to such a greatness that he 
once thought he was the saviour and master of France, 
he found himself the envied possessor of the most graceful 
and pretty of Parisian ladies, and as he wished for nothing 
more, the era of political storms appeared to him to be 
definitely at an end. 
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His revolutionary colleagues had derived various profits 
from their connection with public affairs. Boursault 
obtained possession of Brunoy ; Fouche, of Ferri^res ; Barras, 
of the princely estate of Gros-Bois ; and Merlin, of the 
wealthy monastery of Mont-Valerien. TaUien had been 
awarded this charming woman; she was his share and his 
prize; and he pronounced himself satisfied — which was the 
cause of his destruction. 

She was, in fact, more astonished than pleased at her fate. 
As a tyrant in Bordeaux and a demagogue in Paris, Tallien 
had fascinated her ; but if, in the glare of the footlights, he 
had appeared to her to be not without grandeur, this 
indifferent terrorist, now deprived of a rSky was no longer a 
man of the day. Others were far more up-to-date, as, for 
instance, handsome Bcuras, who was almost a king, or 
Ouvrard, whose millions made him all-powerful. Th^rdzia, 
who was fascinated by success, was not long in finding the 
cottage in the Allee des Veuves very mean indeed. 

One fine day she did not return, leaving Tallien under the 
thatched roof of the Chaumicre, which she exchanged for a 
more comfortable residence, buried in the verdure of a park, 
at the bottom of the Faubourg Saint-Grermain. As one 
of her courtiers — was it Barras or Ouvrard ? — was showing 
her over this estate, she could not help exclaiming : 

^^ How beautiful it is ! Happiness, I should think, must 
dwell here ! "" 

Her companion, who was only waiting for this opportunity, 
gaUantly replied : 

" Madam, here is the key ! ^ 

Ah ! what a charming city Paris must have been before 
the disastrous organisation of that admirable public thorough- 
fare department which every city in Europe has had the 
misfortune to copy from us, before our streets were daily 
raked, weeded, swept, and watered, which makes them so 
marvellously dusty, disagreeable, hot, and grim. Where is 
the wild grass which covered the footpaths, and the large 
branches which arched over the heads of the passers byp 
Can you picture the old Rue de Babylone as it was in those 
days, running between two walls with their bases carpeted 

141 



ROMANCES OF THE FRENCH REVOLUTION 

with grass ? The ruts made by rarely passiiig coaches gave 
it the appearance of a country roadway ; it was strewn with 
acacia blossoms, and the chestnut trees in the large parks 
made it shady and cooL Here and there were tall escutcheoned 
gateways, flanked with pillars, entwined with honeysudde 
and wistaria. The silence, the scent, and the calm of the 
country were within a stone^s throw of the Rue du Bac. 

The carriage entrance to the estate where Mme. Tallien 
took up her quarters was ahnost opposite the Babylcme 
barracks. When the gates were open one coiild see into the 
shady depths of a beautiful park— extensive fields dotted with 
clumps of trees and framed in dense thickets, behind which 
could be dimly seen the white fa^ade^ slate domes, and 
triangular pediments of a small, one-storied palace standing 
in the midst of lawns. The estate was apparently limitUas, 
other parks — those of the Biron, Rohan, and Matignon 
mansions — enclosing it with their shade and broad fields 
extending it as far as the Rue de Varenne. 

This fine residence had a history. Built in the eighteenth 
century by a Marquis de Barban^on who used it as his ^^ little 
house,^ it was sold at the time of the Revolution as national 
property, then put into a lottery, and won by an old dame 
who, without even having the curiosity to visit it, put it up 
for sale. It was thus that the mansion became the property 
of Therezia Cabarrus.^ 

Contrary to the belief of a historian of Mme. Tallien, the 
ancient " little house *" of the Marquis de Barban^x)n still 
exists. True, its large park has disappeared ; but the mansion 
itself,]surroimded by modem streets and flats, the innumerable 
windows of which indiscreetly look on to the little garden 
which is all that remains of former thickets, is still there, hidden 
beneath a clump of chestnuts, the green shade of which 
caresses its white front, its fluted columns, and its pediments 
enframing astonished Minervas. It is a sort of amiable 
Trianon, rather sad and somewhat sullen-looking, as though 
it owed a grudge against the quarter for having usurped the 
broad lawns in the midst of which it was enthroned. Over 

^ Archives of the AdminlBtration des Domaines and information supplied 
by the Marquis de GhanaleiUes, the present owner of the house. 
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one of the porticos are the words ^^ Hotel de Chanaleilles,^ 
the name of the owners who have occupied it since 1840, and 
the neighbouring street has been named after it. This pretty 
retreat has remained as it was at the beginning of the last 
century, and the flooring even is so beautiful that Visconti 
dreamed of endowing the new Louvre with it. 

It was there that Mme. Tallien lived when she obtained a 
divorce from her husband ; there that she became a princess 
and married her daughter. During the Consulate she gave 
files there which were attended by the faithful circle of 
admirers who had formerly been attracted by her beauty to 
the Chatuniere in the All^ des Veuves. 

In December, 1802, a foreigner on a visit to Paris was 
invited to spend an evening at the little palace in the Rue de 
Babylone. In a letter to a compatriot he described the god- 
dess of the place, as ^^ a beautiful, tall, and opulent person, 
who does not look her age. A small head with delicate 
contom^ makes her appear taller and stronger than she really 
is. Her magnificent black hair, arranged in large coils, 
were, that evening, twisted around her head from the fore- 
head to the neck, and interwoven with strings of small 
pearls. Her white satin dress was covered with beautiful 
lace. 

"Mme. Tallien flitted amongst the card-tables, staking 
five or six louis on a card, and sometimes lingering to lay a 
wager ; but always en passant. When, in the course of the 
evening, she knelt down, clasping her beautiful hands, before 
a young lady to beg her to sing a romance, and remained in 
this attitude, her large wide-open eyes fixed on the singer 
and her trembling lips apparently repeating the melody, she 
was a perfect pictiu^.*" ^ 

The principal apartment of the house consisted of a 
spacious drawing-room connected with a large bedroom and 
a boudoir. A magnificent ebony bedstead in the bedroom 
was ornamented with pretty gilded bronzes; its very large 
and high tester, in the shape of a round tent, was supported 
by the beak of a gilded pelican, — a style brought frx)m 

' Un hiver d Paria sous U ConmUoU, d'aprte lea lettres de Reinhardt, by 
A. Lequiant. 
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Egypt; and its white and crimson curtains, trimmed with 
gold Cringe, fell on the floor in ample folds. Tlie ea\m 
room was decorated with pretty bas-rdie& 

At this time, Th^rezia Cabarrus, — she had resumed her 
maiden name since the divorce, — was Ouvrard'^s titular fijeod. 
He lived with her discreetly, — at least in appearance^ — Sx 
regularly once a year Citizen Baudelocque, accoudbeur, was 
called in, and a birth was celebrated at the H6td de 
Babylone. In 1800 Cl^mence Isaure Th^r^zia was bom ; in 
1801, Jules Joseph Edouard; in 1802, Clarisse Gafarielle 
Th&'ezia; and m 1803, Stephanie Caroline Thdr^zia. These 
events, however, did not cause great joy. Baudelooque and 
Schodelet, the concierge of the house, acted as witnesses at 
the Mairie, and the babe was immediately put out to nurse 
with a man and his wife named Choisel, on the Boulevard 
des Invalides, who brought up children. Nay, among" their 
boarders at this time was a bantling who bore the name of 
Emile de Girardin. 

There was no baptism in 1805, but a marriage instead. 
Th^r^a Cabarrus married a M. de Caraman. She was then 
thirty-two years of age and recommenced life for the fourth 
time. 

And what about Tallien ? 

Since the flight of his ^^ Calypso,*" the poor man, dis- 
consolate, sank lower and lower. Thinking that he mi^t 
be able to drown his sorrow by travelling, he b^ged to be 
allowed to follow the Egyptian expedition. He was attached 
to it as a savant! However, regarded unfavourably by 
military men, tired, and hoping, perhaps, to meet Thardzia 
once more, he soon returned, and attempted to get into 
touch again with life. But he was penniless and had to b^ 
for employment. He was appointed Consul at Alicante! 
He there fell ill, and on his return to France his face was 
covered with an eruption and he had lost an eye. At forty- 
four years of age,— discouraged, suffering, and forgotten, — 
he hid himself and saw nobody. 

At the beginning of the Restoration he occupied, in 
winter, a small apartment at 4, Rue Chabanais ; but as soon 
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as the first fine dajrs made their appearance, he went to live 
in the All^ des Veuves, where the recollection of Th^rezia 
irresistibly attracted him. He no longer inhabited the 
Chaumi^re, as has been stated, the property having increased 
in value and been cut up. He took a smcJl house with two 
firont windows standing in a market garden, much nearer the 
Rond-Point, and there he lived with a servant, no longer 
either writing or reading, merely dreaming of the past. 

People met him under the elms in the avenue, walking 
with the slow gait of a gouty person, and leaning on his 
stick. He proceeded as far as the Seine, where he stopped 
to gaze at the former Chaumiere, then transformed into a 
public-house, bearing the sign, "A TAcacia,*" after an old 
tree which survived from Th^r^zia^s garden. The place was 
frequented only by carters or washerwomen, and nobody 
knew either who this melancholy promenader was nor at 
what he was looking. 

He reflected over the fact that before that perron, now 
crowded with drinkers, the horses of the blood-red coach 
which was familiar to all Paris had formerly pranced. Once 
more he saw Therezia at his side "clothed in a cloud,'' a 
white and smiling image, and the object of much silent 
homage. His thoughts carried him still further into the 
past, back to the first time he had seen her, before the 
Revolution, in Mme. Lebrun's studio. She was already a 
marchioness, whilst he was a common workmcm dressed in 
the white blouse of a compositor. It had been a case of 
love at first sight with him, but what hope was there of their 
union? 

At Bordeaux four years later they again met He was an 
aU-powerfrd Proconsul, armed with the tremendous powers 
of the Comity de Salut Public ; she, wishing to escape the 
scaffold by embarking for Spain, was in prison, in her turn 
himible and trembling. With her first glance she had dis- 
armed him, and with her little hands had turned aside the 
li^tning which was setting the Gironde ablaze. 

Then she flashed across his memory, riding at his side, 
dressed in a long habit, and on her black hair a hat trimmed 
with tricoloured feathers ; or, again, dragged along in a 
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chariot, robed in a thin peplum, in one hand a pike^ and the 
other gracefully placed cm the Prooonsul'^s shoulder, endiain- 
ing with her white arm the lion whom she had tamed. How 
pretty she was, and how the grateful people of Bordeaux 
cheei^ her ! 

Afterwards came their return to Paris and Robespierre's 
jealousy. She wasthrown into the Force. Half insane with terror 
and not daring to beg for her liberation for fear of drawing the 
executioner's attention to her, he prowled around her prison, 
situated in that Marais quarter where he was bom and which 
he knew so well. His aged mother found a means of renting 
from a woman, a concierge like herself, an attic from the 
window of which he could see'Th^r^a strolling in the prison 
courtyards, and throw letters assuring her that he thought of 
her and would always love her. 

Finally he recollected Thermidor, and the receipt of a 
poniard wrapped in a terrible letter bearing the folloi^ing 
words, traced in the beloved hand : " They kill me to-morrow. 
Are you but a coward then ? " Once again he saw himself 
with his eyes ablaze, boiling over with anguish and fever, 
amongst the stupefied representatives, carrying with him the 
astoimded Convention, seizing Robespierre by the throat, pash- 
ing him to the bottom of the tribune, and — without thinking 
about it, or perhaps knowing it — saving the Republic, France, 
and the world in order to save the woman he loved from 
death. 

She was now a princess; she had forgotten these things; 
nay, she had forgotten her former self. When one of the 
artists, millionaires, or great noblemen among whom she 
reigned at her Chimay court gallantly alluded to early days, 
she smilingly replied : " What a romance my life has beoi ! 
I no longer believe it ! ^ 

Tallien, however, saw her again. When their daughter, 
whom they had named Thermidor, in memory of the crisis in 
their lives, was of a marriageable age, he had to be invited to 
the wedding. She married Comte de Narbonne-Pelet, and, 
although it was thought proper, in view of the obligatory 
presence of the former member of the Convention, to keep the 

146 



TALLIEN IN HIS OLD AGE 

ceremony as private as possible, he who had had Paris at his 
feet played the rok, among the noble guests, ironical or 
scornful, of a ** poor relative/' He figured there as a pariah, 
a disdained and conquered man — and what is worse, a regicide. 
Those who knew all whispered in each other's ears that he 
earned a wretched livelihood by rendering services to the 
police. Even his little Thermidor, pretty and proud, did 
not dare to look at him. . . . 

As to the princess, she was perfect, and when leaving the 
church she even offered, since she was going that way, to drop 
him in the Champs Eljrs^. Thus for the last time did he 
find himself alone with her in her gala carriage, just as in the 
distant days on which people in the street stopped to applaud 
the triumphant couple. 

He returned to his small house in the All^ des Veuves. 
In his bedroom on the first floor he had collected together a 
few relics of the past. His bed was draped with ample 
yellow taffetas curtains ; similar ones hanging at the windows. 
On a mahogany chest-of-drawers he kept a clock which had 
struck happier hours ; . and another clock under a glass shade 
stood on the mcmtelpiece between two gold-lined china 
vases. 

The short inventory drawn up in 1820 by ihejtige de 
paix of the 1st arrondissement mentions, in addition, a 
few engravings or framed pictures, a backgammon table, a 
card table, and " a bookcase, in the form of a wardrobe, con- 
taining a few volumes,'^ 

These words " a few volumes ^ are heartrending. Tallien, 
who was an enthusiastic booklover, had amassed a fine collec- 
tion of revolutionary documents, but, forced by necessity, he 
sold it to Charles de Lacretelle. When his old servant 
Rosalie Martineau,^ asked him for money for household 
expenses, Tallien heaved a sigh, rose painfully from his arm 
chair, and walked sadly to the room where he kept his books. 
Rosalie saw him go out with a packet under his arm and 
reach the Champs El]rs^. 

He crossed the Place de la Concorde, — what tragic 
memories it revived ! it was there that they had all died — 
^ Arohives of the Maine of the 8th arrondiaBement of Paris. 
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skirted the Terrace of the Tuileries — ^ihe palace where he had 
reigned supreme 1 — and, on reaching the Quai Voltaire, stopped 
before the boxes of the second hand book-dealers. 

Then he sadly returned with empty hands to the A11& des 
Veuves and handed a couple of crowns to his housekeeper. 

One day in 18S0 when Baron Pasquier was strolling almig 
the Quay, he perceived an old man, humUe, bent, and almost 
deformed, haggling with a bookseller over the price of a hei^ 
of books which he was offering for sale. 

He glanced at the volumes and saw that they formed a 
complete set of Tallien^s paper, VAm, de9 Cikn/ens. As he 
surreptitiously raised his eyes to¥rards the old man, he started 
with astonishment. 

^ Monsieur Tallien ! ^ he exdaimed, bowing. 

^^ I do not deny it,^ replied the former president of the 
Convention. 

There was a silence, and a feeling of restraint on both 
sides, but especially perhaps on the Minister's part. 

"For a long time past,'' continued His Excellency, not 
without a shade of embarrassment, " I have been looking for 
the Ami des CUoyens^ for my library of revolutionary works 
does not contain your paper." 

"I am happy to be able to offer you the last copy,'' 
resumed Tallien, with a gentleman's polished grace. 

The Minister bowed, took the volumes, and was putting 
his hand in his pocket to pay Tallien — but did not dare to 
do so. 

"Monsieur," he gravely said, "I shall do myself the 
honour of calling at your house to thank you." 

The baron related the anecdote at the King's gathering that 
evening. Louis XVIII. had a sense of humour, and particu- 
larly of that kind of humour which is not exempt from a 
spice of cruelty. 

" Pasquier," he said, " go and thank M. Tallien, and b^ 
him to accept a pension of a hundred louis fit>m my privy- 
purse." 

What a revenge for the brother of Louis XVI. ! Tallien 
accepted, for he was dying of hunger. But he did not 
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enjoy it long: he died on November 16th of this same 
year 1820, at six o^dock in the morning, in ^the sole 
presence of his servant. Thermidor, whose husband was 
then general secretary at the Prefecture of the Ome, did 
not appear at the house in the All^ des Veuves until 
twelve days later to claim, as sole heir, her father^s meagre 
household goods.^ 

The Journal des Dibats of November 17th undertook to 
write the deceased's mea culpay as follows : — 

" M. Tallien died this morning in Paris. We would men- 
tion the fact that he was a member of the Convention, but 
merely in order to recall the justly celebrated date of the 
9th of Thermidor. . . The immense service he then rendered 
his country was a p€urdon for a vote which, moreover, he 
expiated by twenty-six years of regret. . . M. Tallien died 
in poor circumstances. We are in a position to assert that 
he would have been reduced in his last years to the direst 
distress but for the assistance of an august Benefactor. 

" The funeral service will be held at the church of Saint- 
Pierre de Chaillot on Friday next.'*' 

^ Archives of the Maine of the 8th arrondissement (1820). 
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In the Correspondance SecrHer^Mng to the French Court, 
the original manuscript of which is preserved in the Imperial 
Library at St. Petersburg, you will find the following note, 
opposite the date of February 17th, 1787 : — 

^^ On arriving at the Op^ra last week the Queen was warmly 
applauded, and, according to custom, thrice courtesied to the 
public. At that very moment a shrill whistle was heard in 
the crowd. Although this piece of impertinence could only be 
the act of a lunatic or an abominable man. Her Majesty 
appeared to be deeply affected by it. She drew back into her 
box, and it is alleged that she stated that in future when she 
came to the theatre, the doors should be closed, and only her 
suite admitted.*" 

The spectator who was guilty of this act of impoliteness 
was neither " a lunatic ^ nor " an abominable man.^ His name 

was the Marquis de Saint-P . He was simply one of 

those philosophical young noblemen who prided themselves 
on condemning the society in which they lived, notwith- 
standing the fact that they were entirely at their ease, and 
who, apparently without foreseeing the rude lesson which 
was in store for them, earnestly desired the feign of 
"equality and reason." Such was the snobism of those 
days. 

So M. de Saint-P , either out of bravado or as a kind 

of joke, had decided on this vulgar demonstration, and 
interrupted the courtesies of the poor astounded princess by 
whistling. Needless to say, he was expelled from the pit in 
the twinkling of an eye, pushed into the lobbies, handed over 
to the police-officers, dragged to the police-station, and fixHn 
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there taken to the Ch&telet, where, in all probability, he 
underwent an examination, though, as a matter of fact, I 
have been unable to find any trace of it. 

Although convinced that I should never learn the sequel 
to this rather typical little incident, I made a note of it. One 
day, however, when turning over the pages of the Gcuseite 
des TrUnmaux for 1838, my eye caught the following 
heading: 

CrviL Tribunal of the Seine. — Isr Chambeb. 

Presidency of M. Rigal. 

Sitting of May 14, 1887. 

Irreverence towards Marie AnkAnette. 

My first thought was that there must be a printer^s error. 
Was it possible that the tribunal of the Seine, in the reign of 
Louis Philippe, forty-four years after the death of the pretty 
Queen of Trianon, could be concerning itself over an act of 
disrespect towards her? Evidently, the compositor had 
inadvertently set up the name of Marie Antoinette for that 
of Marie Amelie. — But no ! — ^glancing over the article, I 
recognised that no mistake had been made. The person who 
was being tried in 1837 — a little more than fifty years after 
the demonstration at the Opera — was no other than M. de 
Saint-P ! 

Under the old rSgime^ imprisonment did not constitute a 
penalty ; it " assured "" the life of an accused whilst he was 
awaiting judgment, and a prison-cell, in case of condemnation, 
was but ^e antechamber to the galleys or the scafibld. For 
well-bom people, however, this rule had some advantages. 
When it was simply a question of repressing the pranks of a 
son, or of putting the brake on some young spendthrift or 
over-gallant old man, recourse could be had to maisona de 
santL 

These were comfortable retreats, situated in the fiEUibourg, 
and surrounded by large gardens, and, on payment of board 
and lodging, compromising relatives could be isolated there 
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for some time. Hie best>kiiowii of tiiese efltaUishmenta— 
some of which still exist — ^were those of Dr. Belbomme, at the 
top of the Ciharomie hill, of Miles. Douay and Laooar, at 
Nouvelle-France, of the Ihime de Sainte-Colombe» at Picpiis, 
and of the surgeon Escourbiac, in the Rue de Chanin-Vert. 

Ordinarily, admission was aooorded on the simple request 
of the parties concerned. In this case, the sole object of 
confinement was to prevent the *^ prisoner^ being shut up in 
the Bastille, and it was not of long duration. Hie cost of 
board and lodging was heavy, and the inmate'*8 relatives did 
not continue to pay any longer than was strictly n ecessa ry. 
But when the doors of these private prisons dosed on a 
boarder who was admitted ^ by order of the King,^ thingi 
took their course administratively. The expenses were pa^ 
by the State, and as nobody had an interest in bringing the 
imprisonment to a close — ^with the exception of the prisoner, 
who was not consulted in the matter — the poor fellow ran a 
great risk of being forgotten. Strange documents are to be 
found in certain dossers of these maMOJU de santi at the 
National Archives, as witness a " petition to M. Bailly, a 
Paris mayor, dated 1790, relative to the disappearance of 
Stanislas Guyonnet d'Andrenos, who was arrested by >Trtue of 
a lettre de cachet in June, 1773, and whose whereabouts have 
never since been ascertainable.^ I have also come across a 
^^ petition addressed by a man named Poupet to the National 
Assembly in May, 1791, in regard to the fate of the Rev. 
Father Luc d"* Argent, a Theatine monk, who was arrested in 
December, 1767, by order of the King, but whose place of 
imprisonment is unknown." 

Saint-P ''s family had thus succeeded in snatching the 

young man from the Bastille, and as it was necessary to find 
a pretext in order to obtain this favour, it made out that he 
had already shown signs of eccentricity, as, for instance, 
playing, when quite a child, " at celebrating mass with a little 
tin chalice." This futile pretext was sufficient to justify the 
King'^s clemency, and the young Marquis was lodged in a 
maison de santi. 

The establishment in which he was placed was most 
comfortable, the table excellent, the gardens superb, and the 
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attendance discretion itself. It was a most agreeable place to 

live in, as is proved by the fact that Saint-P was 

delighted to be there. Hardly had he been separated from 
the world than he thought it would be well to occupy his 
enforced leisure, and as he was not without a taste for 
literature, he plunged into a study of Greek and Latin 
historians. So deeply did he become absorbed that he did 
not notice how quickly time passed. One by one his fellow- 
prisoners left the institution, and as he thus obtained 
greater quietness for his wprk and more space for his walks, 
he did not complain at being alone. The director of the 

institution even sold it to a successor, but Saint-P was 

in no way affected. Momentous events were following one 
upon the other in the outside world, but he never thought of 
inquiring into them. Provided that his board was paid for, 
— and, judging by the attention which he received, he could 
not doubt that tliis important matter was attended to— he 
looked upon himself as the happiest man in the world. 

For three years, in fact, his family regularly paid his bill. 
On the outbreak of trouble they emigrated, thinking that the 
storm would soon be over. But, as everyone knows, it was 
prolonged, and, like many others, the Saint-P s disap- 
peared after ten years' absence from France. When a 
stipulated time had elapsed, the nation seized their property, 
and, managing their fortune, appointed itself as the Marquis 

de Saint-P ''s trustee. He was no longer considered as a 

prisoner, but as an " incapable," and the management of 
national property continued to pay out of the sequestered 
revenues for the board and lodging of this new Latude. 
It should be said, however, in the administration s favour, 
that the prisoner never asked for Uberty, and that the 
successive proprietors of the maison de santi continued to sell 
him with the institution, swearing that he had become a 
dangerous lunatic, and that the mere sight of a visitor would 
cause a terrible outbreak of madness. And there you have 

the story of how the Marquis de Saint-P , about the 

middle of the reign of Louis Philippe, came to be still under 
lock and key for having whistled at Marie Antoinette fifty 
years before. 
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Had he been a god-child of the fiuries, Saint-P ^8 good 

luck could not, however, have been more extnoidinaiy. 
Think of the catastrophes which would have threatened him 
if, instead of enjoying the calm and prosaic life with whidi 
Fortune had favoured him from the downfisdl of the old 
rSghne to the unheroic yet sure days of the Citixen Monarchy, 
he had remained in the midst of the struggle ! Had he 
whistled but two years later he would have become the people'*8 
idoL Hot-headed and fieudt-finding, I can imagine him 
first of all playing the Jacobin with such noUe d^nocrats as 
Antonelle, Hesse, Saint-Faigeau, dootz, and company — 
unless, out of good manners, he had renounced the brutal 
joys of popularity and taken a place among the ^ Chevaliers 
du poignard.^ Supposing that he had neither been killed on 
August 10th, nor butchered in September, nor condemned by 
Fouquier-Tinville, he would have had a choice (for nobody in 
those days had either the inclination to or the idea of remain- 
ing quietly at home) between emigration to Calonne or 
Chouannerie with Charette ; and would not this have inevit- 
ably led to death by starvation in Germany, or by drowning 
at Nantes, or by cannon at Quiberon? If a piece of 
unhoped-for good-luck had saved him from these dangers, we 
should have foimd him insurrecting in Venddmiaire or con- 
spiring with Cadoudal, and this would have meant trans- 
portation to Sinnamary or military execution at Grenelle. 
Weary of further opposition, he would have followed the 
example of others in rallying to the Empire, just in time to 
die of cold in Russia, or return thence with frozen feet to 
criticise the Bourbons, sing Beranger^s songs under the 
windows of the Tuileries, and plot for the return of ** The 
Other ^^; — with the result of a trial, imprisonment at 
Sainte-Pelagie, and execution on the Place de la Grive. 
Such, in fact, is the summary of civic rewards which were 
reserved for all who, out of love for social harmony, played a 
part in the great political hurly-burly which lasted from 
1789 to 1830. Through uttering his note a few bars too 

soon, Saint-P lived these forty years Hke the young 

heroes in the tales of Mother Goose whom powerful genii 
preserved from mishaps. In that revolution in which, in a 
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sense, he was the first actor, he played the part of the Sleeping 
Becttdy. Are there many stories so striking in their irony, 
and can you call to mind anything more improbable, than the 
adventure of this man who, living in the Faubourg Samt- 
Antoine, where revolutionary storms were brewed, was totally 
ignorant of the tempest which was raging, and heard nothing 
— from the cannon of the Bastille to those of the Troia 
Glorieuies f Real life is truly more romantic than the most 
daring of fictions. ^^ Imagination,^ said Sandeau, ^^ feeds 
only on the remnants of reality.*" 

I have searched in vain in the office of Me. M , the 

successor to Me. Laboissiere, the lawyer who, in 1887, 

looked after Sfunt-P \ interests before the Cour de Paris, 

for any legal document likely to throw light on the manner 
in which his term of imprisonment was spent. But I have 
learnt in what way chance brought it to an end. 

For a long time past he had given up all thought of 
liberty. One day, however, having completed a comparative 
study of the historians of the Greek decadence which seemed 
to him to be full of present interest, he was struck with 
the idea of dedicating the work to the King, as was the 
custom in the days of his youth. He succeeded in having 
the printer who was in possession of his manuscript 
summoned before him, in order to settle the arrangement 
of the dedication and title-page. 

M. de Saint- P read it aloud as follows : 

"Dedicated to His Majesty Louis XVI., King of 
France and Navarre, by his most humble, devoted, and 
obedient ^ 

** Pardon me for a moment. Monsieur le Marquis,'^ 
interposed the printer. "But wouldn'^t you prefer to 
dedicate your work to the memory of Louis XVI. ? That 
would appear more judicious.'*' 

"What! the King is dead then? Did that happen 
recently?'' 

The visitor, who knew he was in a maison de stmtSy was not 
unduly astonished at the question ; but he prudently moved 
back on his chair, and made sure, with a glance, that, if need 
be, he could rapidly make for the door. 
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"Very well, then,'' said M. de Saint-P , "well put 

Louis XVII.^ 

" But Louis XVIL is also dead.'' 

" Dear me ! Surely there's a Louis XVIEL ?" 

"There was one, but he has gone to his ancestors. 
Monsieur le Marquis has doubtless been withdrawn from the 
world for some time P'' 

"Yes, for a few years, but I really haven^t counted. 
What a lot of things have happened in so short a time ! " 

" There has, indeed, been no lack of events," 

" Who reigns over France then ? I don't read the news- 
papers.*" 

" Louis Philippe, and he's been on the throne these seven 
years." 

" What year are we in now ? " 

"1837." 

" How time does pass ! This Louis Philippe must be the 
great-grandson of Louis XVI." 

"Indeed, I couldn't really say! . . . WeVe seen and 
heard so much, and kings have been so often dethroned, 
restored, exiled, and recalled that Fm somewhat confused. . . . 
Especially as a certain Napoleon has been mixed up in all 
this. . . . But it would be too complicated to explain it to 
you, so we'll postpone the subject." 

Thus, in an hour's conversation, did the Marquis de Saint- 

P learn the whole history of France from the time of the 

States-General to that of the Charter of 1830, and at the 
same time the interdiction which had been pronounced 
against him in 1796. Only one member of his family was living, 

Comte de C , to whom he made himself known, and who 

showed great zeal in proving before the courts the incidents 

of Saint-P ^'s resurrection and the swindle of which he 

had been a victim. 

The magistrate charged with the examination of the 

Marquis de Saint-P found him to be a man " of great 

presence of mind and soundness of judgment." He had but 
a vague recollection of the incident at the Opera — or perhaps 
he did not wish to remember it ? 
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The report of the proceedings, doubtless written by a 
" classique,^ mentions that one of the most conclusive proofs 
which tiie appellant gave of his soundness of mind was ** the 
preference which, as a writer of good taste, he had for Racine 
and Boileau over the Romantic poets.**" A man who showed 
such sound literary judgment could not be insane, and the 
Tribunal, without even hearing Me. Laboissi^re, agreed with 
the arguments of M . de G^rando, the King^s Advocate, and 
relieved the Marquis de Saint-P of the interdict pro- 
nounced against him. However, in view of his great age and 
his ignorance of the new world into which he had been 
called, he was provided with trustees. 

I may add that, should this story appear to overstep the 
limits of probability, you will find an authentic recital of it 
in the serious Gazette des Tribwnaux for Simday, May 20th, 
1838. 
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Towards the close of 1790, a modest employee in the 
Post Office, named Gibert, was well reodyed in certain 
middle-class salons where people talked politics. Someniiat 
insignificant in himself, he had succeeded in molfing a reputa- 
tion by boasting of an illustrious firiendship firom which he 
derived glory. He reminds one of La firuybe^s Celae^ ^who 
had little merit, but who knew people who had a great deaL^ 
In all ages, human comedy has had these supernumeraries, 
whose sole part consists in walking in the shadow of great 
men, and forming a sort of personality after their modeL 

Gibert^s great man was named Pache. He was never seen — 
and for a very good reason ; for he lived over 300 miles firom 
Paris. But Gibert was everlastingly talking about him, 
and as regards his virtues was inexhaustible. Should some 
discontented person express the opinion that " everything was 
going to the bad,^ Gibert, sighing, would say : ** All ! if only 
my friend Pache were here ! ^ Or if fear as to the future were 
expressed, and the weakness of people in authority were 
blamed, Gibert would hint that " We [want someone like 
my friend Pache." 

And, without waiting for a reply, he would enter upon the 
history of this " man of nature," a title which, in the eyes of 
that section of society, fanatically enthusiastic over Rousseau 
as it was, and steeped in an imdigested knowledge of JEmile^ 
was equivalent to an apotheosis. Like Rousseau, Pache was 
a Swiss, and bom of poor people. He had started in life by 
being the teacher of the diildren (again like Rousseau) of a 
nobleman for whom his father was janitor. Helped on by 
his compatriot Necker, he had risen to be Comptroller of 
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Finances. Then, like a veritable philosopher who is un- 
attracted by greatness, he had resigned his post and salary, 
and retumai to his native mountains, where he lived with his 
wife, whom he adored, and his children. He spent his days 
botanising with his son Jean — once more like Rousseau ; and 
when evening came he gave lessons on the harp to his 
daughter Sylvie, an art in which he excelled. Provided that 
he had periwinkles in his garden, black bread and milk-food 
on his table, and romances to play, this wise man wished for 
nothing more. Thus spoke Gibert, and the tender-hearted 
snobs of those days were ready to die with joy over his 
narratives, in whidi everything was so charming, for peri- 
winkles had become the fashion since the publication of Les 
Confessions^ romances since the issue of Pauvre Jacques^ and 
a milk-diet since the establishment of Trianon. 

Now, when Louis XVI., in March, 1792, played poor 
Roland the nasty trick of making him a minister, this new 
official took possession of his department with the conviction 
that he was going to assure the happiness of humanity in a 
very few days. A week later, however, he saw that things 
were not moving so quickly perhaps as he had expected. It 
was the fault of the " offices,'^ which were filled with agents of 
the old rtgime who were secretly hostile to the new one. 
Much as he would like to have dismissed this swarm of 
employees, the step was out of the question : however high 
he estimated his own merit, Roland hesitated to disorganise 
the great machine, of the mechanism of which he knew 
so little. So he consulted his wife, Manon, who, in turn, 
consulted Gibert Gibert knew but one solution for every- 
thing, his advice being : " Call in the assistance of my friend 
Pache.'" And so the Roland household, glad to share a 
responsibility which was a little heavier than it had foreseen, 
joyfully welcomed the proposal. 

Fortunately, Pache was in Paris at the time. His patri- 
archal habits did not prevent him thinking sometimes of his 
material interests, and he had come from Switzerland in the 
hope of increasing his little fortune ^by purchasing national 
property. He had made an advant£^geous speculation by 
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acquiring the andent Frioiy of lliin-le-Moutiery in fhe 
Ardennes, which had been confiscated as property held by fhe 
Rheims seminary. Thus assured of an income of S^400 finaia, 
Pache took up his quarters in the Rue de Toumon. Friendty 
with Meunier and Monge, who were both membeis of the 
Academy of Sciences, he had founded in the Lozembooig 
section a popular society before which he gave lectures in the 
evening on civism. Introduced by Gibert to Mme.. Roland, 
he immediately showed the greatest eagerness ^ to woHl tar 
the public good,^ but on the express understanding that 
neither title nor salary would ^be imposed upon him. It was 
a noble beginning, and Gibert exulted oTer it.^ 

Every morning, on the stroke of seven o\dod^ Fbdie oonid 
be seen crossing the courtyard of the Ministry. He entered 
the Minister'*s office, sat down at his taUe, and oommenoed 
work. Attentive, prudent, zealous, and silent, he remained 
at his desk all day. At ten o'^clock he drew a hunch of 
bread from his pocket and had his luncheon; at three he 
rose, bowed, and returned home. He stubbornly refused 
to remain to dinner or to accept anything. He was the 
model of factotums, and the Rolands, in chorus with Gibert, 
were loud in their praises of his disinterestedness. So much 
so, indeed, that their friend Servan, who was losing his head 
at the Ministry of War, begged that this unique man be lent 
to him to reduce to order the chaos of his department 
Pache willingly consented to this change, and thus it was 
that, incognito, he directed the whole policy of the Girondin 
Ministry during the most terrible crisis that France had ever 
experienced. 

He did not glory in the fact, however, but remained as 
calm and reserved as ever, never appeared at a meeting, and 
never went to the theatre. When his day^s work was over 
he returned to his modest flat in the Rue de Toumon, 
kissed his children and took his harp, which seems to have 
been the only conjidente of his mysterious ambitions. 

After August 10th, and Valmy, there was a coup de ifUdtre 
in the form of the resignation of Servan, who was definitely 
^ MSmoires de Mme, Roland. Portraits. 
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overwhelmed with work. Who was to replace him ? Roland, 
who wanted one of his own men in the position, thought of 
Pache. But what hope was there of getting him to accept 
it? Had not this modest and "respectable friend^ just 
refused the management of the Garde-meubles ? Manon 
Roland, who knew she was irresistible, undertook to write to 
him ; and after much pressing he accepted. Without showing 
the slightest disquietude at the load with which he was 
burdened, he installed himself at the Ministry, and immediately 
b^^ to exercise his authority. It was a case of Sixtus V. 
after the Conclave over again. From the time of the first 
council meeting he imposed silence on Roland's loquacity ; 
put the poor, angry Manon in her proper place ; took tie 
advice only of wild enthusiasts; received Chabot, Fabre, 
Hasenfratz, Clootz, and Vincent, and dined with them ; filled 
his offices with their dependants; and gave his daughter 
Sylvie, who was sixteen years of age, to Audouin, an 
unfrocked vicar, whom he had made his general secretary 
with a salary of 19,000 francs.^ 

Hebert, " Pcre Duchene,'' signed the marriage certificate as a 
witness. Pache juggled with millions ; appointed his periwig- 
maker, "a blackguard of nineteen,^ muster-master-general; 
and when he finally relinquished office, after an administration 
which was " more fatal to France,'^ says Mercier, " than a 
foreign enemy,'' the Commune, exclusively composed of his 
friends, entrusted its destiny to him. . . . Behold him. 
Mayor of Paris. He had at his disposal an army carefully 
recruited by Heron's cut-throat ruffians and Maillard's 
" Tape-Durs." The Girondins were stupefied at having 
harboured this bird of prey, and indignant at the thought 

^ January 15th, 1793, marriage certificate of Francois Audouin, general 
secretary of War, aged twenty-eight years, bom at Limoges, domiciled in 
Paris, Maison de la Guerre, Mont Blanc section . . . and Marie Silvie 
Pache, a^ed sixteen, bom in Paris in the parish of Saint Germain 
TAuxerrois, domiciled at the Maison de la Guerre, daughter of Jean 
Nicolas Pache, minister of War, and Marie Marguerite Valette, deceased 
. . . witnesses : Antoine Joseph Santerre, forty years of age, major- 
eencral, domiciled in Paris, Grand Rue du Faubourg Saint- Antoine ; 
Nicolas Maurice, cavalry officer, brother-in-law of the bridegroom ; Jean 
Baptiste Beamier, major-general domiciled in Paris ; Jacques Ren6 
H^oert, deputy-procurator of the Ck)mmune, domiciled in Paris, Rue 
Neuve de rkgalit^" 
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that such a man — so worthy of praise when followiDg in 
their train — should have the pretension to be somebody. 
Hypocrite that he was ! Manon especially did not lose her 
anger. But Pache felt that he was invincihle : he bad the 
great Commune bdiind him, and it was he who, in his 
frigid tone, presented to the Convention the address of the 
sections demanding the deposition of the twenty-two dqraties 
of the Gironde. Silence was established. It was he^ alsoi 
who stood up in defence of the assassins of Septembff, and 
signed the odious prods-verbal of the Temple which sacrificed 
the Queen'^s head. The Terror was personified in this mild- 
mannered man, who, in the evening, at the end of the day's 
work, played the harp as a means of relaxation after his 
sinister labours. Alone he was the rival of the Convention ; 
he became all-powerful, and his partisans already began to 
point him out as the great magistrate, the supreme chief of 
the universal republic whose advent they so much desired. 
The crowd itself was infatuated. His paternal air, slow 
manner of speech, and mealy-mouthedncss imposed a sort 
of familiar respect on the wild populace, who named him 
" Papa Pache." 

But this period of success was short, for nothing in those 
days lasted very long. Papa Pache fell with the Hebertistes. 
His popularity saved his life even in Thermidor ; but when 
the decimated Gironde once more became a power, it thirsted 
for vengeance, and determined to punish this " Tartufle of 
the Revolution," — this man, formerly made so much of, 
whom it could not pardon for having betrayed its confidence, 
— for his defection. The expiation was terrible. Dragged 
from brigade to brigade to the Fort of Ham, thence trans- 
ferred to the Chartres prisons, and secretly confined in an 
oubliette for one hundred days, Pache was finally sent for 
trial, with his son-in-law Audouin and H^ron, the only 
sur\H[ving members of his p€ui;y, to the Criminal Tribunal 
of the Department of Eure-et-Loir, He remained a prisoner 
for eighteen months. The scaffold was already erected when 
a general amnesty was voted, whereupon prison-doors were 
throTVTi open, Pache left Chartres, and disappeared. 

At the conclusion of that strange and feverish book in 
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which Georges Avenel has related the follies of Anachcursis 
Clootz, the writer says : " As to old Pache, who had retired 
to a village near the frontier, he often sat on the edge of a 
stream, at the foot of an oak, and, watching the flowing 
water, mused and smiled over the stories which were told 
about the French Revolution. Suddenly, however, he would 
think with emotion of that great good city which, without 
being either an orator, or a writer, or a rich man, or an 
intriguer, he had administered, — and in his heart he would 
glorify it.*" That is almost all we knew of Pache's history. 
His end was a mystery. So well did he know how to escape 
fttwn inquisitive eyes, so sullenly had he buried himself, that 
for a long time we knew neither the place nor the date of his 
death. As to his old age, we were in total ignorance. 

But is it possible to escape from historical investigators ? 
An erudite inhabitant of the Ardennes, M. Pierquin, has for 
several years been passionately engaged in collecting the 
slightest traces of Pache''s sojourn in the village where, long 
after the Revolution, his astonishing career was brought to a 
close. He heui laid notaries^ archives, parish registers, in- 
ventories of Justices of the Peace, and reminiscences of old 
inhabitants under contribution, and obtained, by means of 
this minute inquiry, a sheaf of documents which are full of 
interest. Not ten lines had been written on the subject of 
the last years of the former mayor. of Paris, whereas we now 
possess an entire volume.^ This work not only constitutes a 
fortunate contribution to history, it is also an example 
to be followed. How many similar secrets lie buried in 
provincial archives, and what a precious harvest historians 
could reap there ! 

One night in November, 1795, the tenant-farmer of the 
Priory of Thin-le-Moutier heard a knocking at his door. 
Late though it was, he (^ned it, and found himself face to 
face with a man in a horse-dealer'*s smock and broad-brimmed 
hat. It was Pache. The former Minister of War had 
crossed Paris hidden in a cart filled with straw, and proceeded 

1 Mimoirta mtir Pacht, Charleville, £« Jolly. On sale in Paris at 14, 
Rue Le Goff. 
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on foot to this out-of-the-way spot in the Ardennes, — ^the 
only place in the world where he was certain of an 
asylum. 

Although he had several times been at Thin since the 
purchase of the Priory in 1791, the peasants were ignorant 
of the past of the man who had taken refuge among them, 
and his arrival was unnoticed. He was able to take up his 
quarters secretly in an old building of the ancient Abbey 
called the ^^Recette,*" and he remained there the whole 
winter almost without showing himself. 

Only in the spring of 1796 was he to be seen in the village 
streets. He walked out into the country and sat down in 
deserted spots. In the declining evening his tall silhouette 
could be seen moving here and there over the fields. He 
was invariably dressed in a long grey overcoat, and there 
was an air of sadness on his regulcur featiu-es. 

Do you remember the old member of the Convention 
whom Victor Hugo introduced into the first book of Lis 
Muerables? That melancholy man, after passing through 
the furnace of the Revolution, and being tracked, persecuted, 
and cursed, takes refuge in the comer of a wild valley, and 
spends twenty years in contemplation. Such was Pache's 
fate. 

He spoke but little, and never of the past, which, in his 
endeavour " to extinguish himself,*" he strove to drive from 
his thoughts. A few months after his arrival at Thin, he 
was joined by his aged mother, a good and simple-minded 
woman, born during the Regency, and whose whole life had 
been spent in the most humble circumstances, who ct?rtainly 
never understood the causes of her son's sudden elevation or 
the disasters which had ensued. These things had passed 
over her like an already forgotten cyclone. She no longer 
remembered — she was perhaps ignorant of the fact — that he 
had commanded all the armies of France against allied 
Europe, and presided over the destiny of Paris when it was 
convulsively struggling imder the ruins of the old world. 
Now that the horizon was narrow and calm, now that she 
was living with " her child "" — as she used to call him — aud 
could share his joys (as, for instance, on the day when the 
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secretary of the Charleville Agricultural Society informed 
him that he was included in the list of favoured persons who 
were to receive trial samples of "Lapland tumip-cabbage 
seeds ^)j she felt that she was once more a mother. 

Pache had again taken up botany, interested himself in 
methods of gardening, gave advice to his neighbours, lived 
in the fields, and, when evening came, sat down to write, 
with the same hand which had signed the document outlawing 
the Girondins and the terrible deposition of the Dauphin 
against his mother, a report on the " Propagation of PVuit- 
trees in certain parts of the Department of the Ardennes.'" 
Thus years passed by. After attempting to forget everything, 
he subscribed to a " patriotic ^ newspaper, seized with a desire 
to know the sequel to the mighty drama in which he .had 
played a part 

One simimer evening — it was in August, 1803 — a magnifi- 
cent berlin, the arrival of which made all the more sensation 
as it was known that the First Consul, for some days past, 
had been visiting the forts of the district, drew up on the 
public place at Thin-le-Moutier. A footman jumped down 
from the box and opened the door for a man with a fine 
bearing, who, on stepping out of the carriage, asked to be 
directed to the house of M. Pache. It was pointed out to 
him, and the excited village children followed on his heels to 
the door of the old Priory. Peasants standing at bam doors 
bowed low and glanced curiously at the visitor as he passed, 
and whispered : 

"Who is it ?^ 

It was Monge, who had come with Bonaparte to M^ziferes. 
As was his custom, the Consul had made inquiries as to the 
notable persons of the district and the part which they had 
played during the Revolution. Pache''s name had been given 
to him. Wishing to attach the former Mayor of Paris to his 
administration, or perhaps merely curious to know the man 
who, in 1792, had dared to assume the terrible responsibility 
of managing the Ministry of Wcur, he sent Monge to make 
certain offers to him. 

The conversation which took place that night between the 
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two friends, who had not met since the days when they 
lectured on civism in the Luxembooig section, must on both 
sides have been somewhat embarrassing. Their ways had 
been so divergent ! Only its oxiclusion became known, ibr, 
when morning came, Monge set off again, Padie accompanying 
him as far as the way out of the valley, about half-way 
between the G^ronval windmill and the village of Waiby. 
There they remained for a moment clasped in eadi other*s 
arms, and Monge, for the last time, endeavoured to convince 
the disabused philosopher. 

" No,'' replied Pache, " I do not wish it* 

With these words they parted, never to see eadi other 
again. Monge stepped into his carriage, and Pache, after 
following it with his eyes for some distance, turned on his 
heels in the direction of his cottage. 

This incident did not disturb his serenity for a moment — 
the same day be resumed his occupations : he taught botany 
to the young men of the village, wandered in the fields with 
his vasculum slung over his long overcoat, or else travelled 
backwards and forwards in the Commune, the cadaster of 
which he had undertaken to draw up. One of his favourite 
pupils was a young girl, named Mile. Stevenin, whom he had 
engaged as nurse-maid. For Pache, who had been a widower 
for some time, was a grandfather. His daughter Syhie and 
Audouin had had two boys and two girls, and these came 
every year from Paris to spend a few months at Thin. To 
these children the ex-minister became once more " Papa 
Pache.*" He took them for walks in his garden, bending his 
tall figure as he explained tlie various plants to them ; he 
took pleasure in their games, and at meals, which were almost 
exclusively composed of potatoes and brown bread, seated 
them at his table. On rainy days the old man remained 
indoors, where everything was continually in indescribable 
disorder, to play the old-fashioned and tender airs of his 
youth on the clavecin. 

One of these children — Marie Sylvic — was the object of 
special care on the part of " Papa Pache.^ Feeble in health, 
yet pretty, she reminded him of the woman he had loved, the 
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woman with whom he had spent his happiest years in the 
momitains of Switzerland. Marie Sylvie died at Thin in 
18S1. In the preceding year Pache had lost his daughter. His 
old mother, at the age of ninety-four, was also dead.^ Infirm, 
melancholy, and desolate he remained alone. 

Almost helpless through rheumatism, he dragged himself 
on simny days to his threshold and sat down on a bench. He 
remained there for hours together, in silence, his forehead 
resting in his hands, buried in thought and recollections. 
Since the return of the Bourbons, the red spectre of ^3 — 
frequently evoked — haunted the imagination of the Thin 
peasants, who now knew the terrible part which had been 
played in the Revolution by this placid man. 

He had no longer any friends ; his political illusions were 
dead ; and his son-in-law, Xavier Audouin, the former 
Hebertiste, the friend of Pere Duchene, had become an ardent 
Royalist. Sadder still, his son, Jean Pache, ashamed of his 
name, called himself Baron Jean — for he was a Baron — and 
this renunciation so pleased Louis XVIII. that he decorated 
him with the cross of Saint-Louis ! Baron Jean often went 
to visit his friend, Comte de Broyes, at the Chateau de 
Jandun, near Thin-le-Moutier ; but he took good care never 
to call upon that old revolutionary, his father, as that would 
have compromised him in good society. 

Pache became helpless and spent the whole summer of 1823 
in bed. Mlla Stevenin never left him. He died in the 
afternoon of November 13th, and at four o'*clock next day Cure 
Beuret, preceded by a crucifix, came to remove the body, the 
former terrorist having expressed a wish to be reconciled with 
" the religion of his fathers." 

The funeral, which was attended by hardly fifty people, 
took place without any display, on one of those beautiful 
autumn dajrs, full of melancholy, which constitute what is 
called a Saint-Martin''s summer. When the usual prayers 
had been said at the grave-side and the pall had been 
removed, the new pitch-pine coffin appeared quite crimson in 

> « Year 1819, January 10th, death of Joanne Lallement, ago ninety-four, 
widow of Nicolas Pache, daughter of the late Jean Lallement, domiciled 
at Verdun, and of Marie Ouinoonrt his wife." 
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the rays of the setting sun. In the eyes of the simple- 
minded mourners this seemed to be a miraculous symbol, and 
for many years to come the people of Thin rdated, with 
a shudder, that the remains of the old ^ Septemlmst ^ had 
stained the cofBn which enclosed them the colour of blood. 
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Therk is one point in Couthon^s life which has remained 
obscure. Couthon, the Dictator — Couthon, one of the 
triumviriy the confidential friend of Robespierre, the Attila 
of Lyons, the man of the Law of Prairial — Couthon, as 
everyone knows, was a crippla Disturbed by a jealous 
husband whilst he was engaged in a gallant escapade, he ha^ 
passed an entire night in a cesspool up to his neck in water. 
He escaped at dawn, cured of a love of adventure, but 
crippled for life. Dr. Cabanes, who has included him among 
his retrospective patients, has diagnosed his ailment as a case 
of " chronic pachymeningitis of the dorso-lumbar regions pri- 
marily localised at the roots of the plexas sacro lumbalis.**^ 

Couthon was, in fact, entirely deprived of the use of his lower 
limbs.^ In spite of this, his activity was extraordinary, and 
this paralytic was one of the most energetic men of the 
Convention. Unless he was at the Saint- Amand waters, or 
confined to bed by his malady, he assiduously followed the 
sittings. But how did he get there ? That is the problem 
— not a very exciting one, some will say, and I readily admit 
that many writers are absorbed in questions of greater 
moment However, history — like our boulevards — has its 
idlers, who are amused by a mere nothing and interested by 
a minor detail, provided it constitutes a picturesque and 

* CouthoD was already infirm when, on January' 16th, 1787, he married 
Mario Brunei, daughter of the lieutenant of the bailiwick of Orcet (Puy- 
de-lX>me). They had two children : Antoine Fran9oi8 Xavier Couthon, 
bom at Clermont, December 17th, 1787, and Jean Pierre Francois Hippolvte 
Couthon, )x)ni at Clermont, January 21st, 1790. The latter disappeared in 
Paris at the time of the 9th of Thermidor. 

Couthon's elder brother was notary at Orcet. He was bom in 1752 and 
died in 1818. 
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tratfafbl c ou Lriliul i oPy ever so 8li|^t tboqg^ it maj be, to the 
stoTj of great eveota. 

From September 1791 to July 1794, the dontion of hk 
stay in Fans, Couthcm lodged near the Contention. He fint 
of all todL up his quarters with his oolleagne Sonfanmy, 
^at ML Girot^s, Roe Saint-Honor^ almost opposite the 
Capudnes.^ This leridence, he wrote in October 1791t 
^ will be i^eiy convenient far me, inasmocfa as it is qoite near 
the Assembly, and will enable me to watte ihereT" ^ With 
the aid of a stidc or two cmtdbes,^ he could still walk at 
that time. But soon his suflerings increased and his legs 
refused to cany him any longer. ^ When my pains allow me 
to go to the ConTention,"* he reoc»ded in Maj 1792, ^I am 
obliged to have myself carried ri^^t into the sanctuary.* He 
was then living at 97 Cour du BCan^ge* A report, dating 
a little later, speaks of ^his Passy habitation and that whidi 
he had near the baths, a short distance from the Pont Neof.* 
Finally, in 1794, we find him at 366 (now 398) Rue Saint- 
Honord — the Maison Duplay which Robespierre occupied. 
But perhaps this was only an official address where Couthon 
received his letters. Perhaps, also, he took possession of the 
rooms vacated by Charlotte Robespierre when she thought it 
prudent to place some distance between her brother and 
herself. 

An exceedingly precious document gives us particulars 
as to Coutbon'*s home life. In the absence of a full-length 
portrait, which does not exist, the following lines trace his 
physiognomy with a picturesqueness which, unfortunately, is 
too often lacking in narratives of the period. 

One of the Deputies whom the Convention sent into the 
provinces on a mission, and who were called Proconsuls, had 
declared the judges of the tribunal of a town near Paris as 
suspected of moderation. The critical position of these 
magistrates, who were thus threatened by the guiUotine, 
inspired their fellow-citizens with the greatest interest, so one 
of the leading men of the district undertook to go to Paris in 
the hope of obtaining protection for them. The report of 
the steps which he took, found twenty years later among 
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Fouch^s papers, contains a finished picture of the famous 
cripple : it is a picture of " Couthon at Home,"" pa^ited by a 
man who, ten years later, still shuddered at the recollection 
of what he had seen. 

" I arrived in Paris and ventured to call at the Convention. 
But the Deputies with whom I was in relations were without 
influence, and only looked after their personal safety ... A 
Lidy, who had had relations with Mme. Couthon, proposed 
to introduce me to her, and advised me, if we succeeded 
in approaching the husband, to plead the cause of my un- 
fortunate compatriots. 

She succeeded in overcoming my repugnance, and soon in 
even making me regard the signal favour of being admitted 
to the presence of this influential member of the Committee 
of Public Safety as a Heaven-sent blessing. 

We arrived . . . Couthon had a kindly face and rather 
distinguished manners, especially for a time at which the 
most coarse language and most grotesque ways were common. 
He occupied, near the Tuileries, a fine apartment, the 
furniture of which showed great elegance. 

He wore a white dressing-gown, and on his arm was a 
young rabbit which he was feeding with clover. His son, 
an angelically beautiful boy of three or four, alternately 
stroked his father's hand and the pretty white animal. These 
innocent sourroundings and Couthon's great affability 
charmed me. 

* In what way can I be of service to you, Monsieur ? ' he 
asked. ' A gentleman who is recommended to me by 
Mmianie is entitled to my warmest regard.** 

So I related the misadventure which had befallen my poor 
judges, and asked what advice I could give them. 

' .Acknowledge that the Convention,' said Couthon, * is to 
be pitied for being forced to send into the Departments men 
who are incapable of distinguishing the real enemies of 
Liberty ! These madmen will end by making all Frenchmen 
hostile, to us. As regards yoxir judges, it is probable that 
they have been warned and are no longer at home. Let 
them remain hidden. Judging by the good character which 
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you give these honest men, no great search will be made for 
them. They will escape imprisonment . . . ** 

After a momentary silence, he continued : 

^ Your magistrates are interesting. On reflection, I have 
given you dangerous advice. Hiey will come to Paris to hide ; 
the police will discover and arrest them; and, remember, 
Paris prisons are unsafe. Tell them to return homa The 
authorities will not refuse to allow a gendarme to be at eacb 
of their houses, and I will willingly endeavour to make this 
inconvenience as short as possible."* 

Persuaded that Couthon was sincere I said to him : 

^Monsieur Couthon, you who are all-powerful on the 
Committee of Public Safety, are you aware that the 
Revolutionary Tribunal daily condemns unfortunate men 
who are accused of the same crime as these magistrates? 
This very day. Monsieur Couthon, sixty-three prisoners are 
to be executed xuider this pretext.' 

This reflection produced an indescribable eflTect on Couthon : 
his face became distorted and assumed a tiger-like ex- 
pression. ... He made a movement. The rabbit was over- 
turned and the child, weeping, rushed into his mothers 
arms. . . . Couthon had seized the bell-rope, but the person 
who had introduced me threw herself upon him and held 
him in his arm-chair. 

* Escape ! ' she exclaimed, with an emotion which chilled 
me with fright Tlien, lowering her voice : 

* Go and wait for me in the orangery ! ' 

I descended with lightning-like rapidity, and reached the 
end of the Terrasse des Feuillants at the top of my speed. 
As soon as I saw my guardian angel approaching in the 
distance, I rushed towards her and asked for an explanation 
of what had just happened. 

'The wretched man,' she replied, * merely wanted to 
discover your inmost thoughts. Your cutting reproach was 
like a dagger-thrust in his heart. I, like youi-self, thought 
that he was sincere ! . . . Couthon, like all the members of 
the Committee of Public Safety, has five or six guardsmen 
stationed at his house, — and he was about to summon them 
when I held him in his chair. You would have been placed 
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this very day in the fatal tumbril with the sixty-three 
victims of whom you spoke! . . . Fortunately, I have 
succeeded in making him ashamed of the crime which he 
was about to commit against one whom I had introduced to 
him in confidence. I attentively followed everything you 
said. He is ignorant of the fact that you do not live in 
Paris. . . . Return home quickly, but, for fear you are 
recognised, do not travel by the ordinary route. And, 
finally, profit by this lesson.** 

I set off there and then without seeing anybody in Paris. 
The judges remained immured imtil the death of this man 
Couthon, of whom I cannot think without shuddering.^ . . . ^ 

However that may be, Couthon was carried from place to 
place. But by whom, and how? Neither memoirs nor 
narratives give us any information. No full-length portrait, 
as has been said, exists of the member of the Convention, so 
that up to the present we have been reduced to hypotheses. 
Some have said that he was carried in a back -basket, whilst 
others have supposed that he travelled on a man''s back ; 
and a few reports, when mentioning Couthon''s name, do, in 
fact, speak of " his gendarme ^ in such a way as to lead one 
to believe that this soldier was the cripple''s vehicle. 

On the other hand, the accounts of the Committee of 
Public Safety for Germinal Year H. mentions " supplementary 
fodder for Citizen Couthon's two horses.*" But that is merely 
matter for inference. 

Now, in July 1899, a young woman called at the Camavalet 
Museum and asked to speak to the Curator. She gave her 
name and made known her genealogy. She was Couthon's 
great-grand-daughter, and she had come to offer to the City 
Museum the bath-chair which her great-grandfather used 
during his stay in Paris, and which, since the 9th of Thermidor, 
had been preserved with the family furniture. 

M. Georges Cain receives all visitors to the Hotel 

^ Tho original manuscript of this fragment, which is in M. Victorien 
Sardou's coUection of autographs, bears the following title : Couthon^a 
chftracter. This memorandum was xcritten hy the person who presented 
himMfl/cU Cowthon*s house, and has been handed to the Due SOtrante, at his 
request, 
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Carnavalet with invariable afiability. AD the same, I 
cannot help thinking that his wdoome is all the wanner 
when he guesses they are donors, and foresees that his beloved 
museum is about to be enriched with some fresh relic. 

Couthon''s descendant soon discovered, therefore, how 
thankfully the gracious offer was accepted, and, a week later, 
her great grandfather^s arm-chair on wheels — delivered by 
the railway company and unpacked in the Carnavalet court- 
yard — appeared once more under a Parisian sun, the same 
sun of Thermidor which had not warmed its ancient wood- 
work since that tragic day 105 years before. 

There you have the solution of the problem — Coutfaoo 
propelled himself in this arm-chair upholstered in lemon- 
coloured velvet, now very much fouled. He set it in motioa 
by means of two cranks fitted to the arms, a gearing anange- 
ment transmitting movement to the wheels. Without being 
as light as a tricycle, the machine which is still intact, can 
attain, with a little effort, a fairly high speed. 

We can now imagine the infirm Couthon — suffering from 
extremely violent headache, shaken by nausea and almost 
perpetual hiccoughs, ener\'ated by frequent baths, fed almost 
exclusively on veal-broth, prostrated by pain and undermined 
by caries — being placed in his mechanical arm-chair, and, by 
a prodigious efibrt of his will, his hands grasping the cranks 
like those of two coffee-mills, setting off alone in the direc- 
tion of the Convention, outdistancing able-bodied men, and 
manoeuvring amongst the traffic in the Rue Saint-Honore and 
over the large paving-stones of the Carrousel. It must indeed 
have been a terrible sight to witness this wreck of a man 
rolling along with the noise of a rattle, his arms in perpetual 
horizontal rotary movement, his body bent forward, and his 
lifeless legs covered with wraps, perspiring and shouting 
" Look out there ! '^ as he was carried by his machine through 
the crowd, which made way stupefied and disconcerted at the 
contrast between the invalid^s pitiful appearance and the 
terror which his name, nioi*e feared, perhaps, than that of 
llobespierre, inspired. "It is Couthon!'" murmured the 
people beneath their breatli. "It is Couthon!*" 

Our astonishment is none the less when we recollect that 
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a man could, under such conditions, play a leading role 
in that revolutionary drama in which all the actors were 
so energetic and full of life, and whom we picture to be ever 
in movement, rushing into the tribune, boiling over with 
patriotic anger, and hurrying from one end of France to the 
other to increase the tempest which was to destroy the old 
regime. This invalid in a bath-chair, who wished to con- 
tribute to the storm, appears amidst this outburst almost 
grandiose in his tenacity and energy. 

For now that we are acquainted with this accessory, we 
must replace it amidst the scenes of Thermidor. 

We will start with the Convention. The two Robespierres, 
Saint-Just, and Lebas have been outlawed, and are thrust to 
the bar. But who looked after Couthon, who shared their 
fate, and who, during the storm, necessarily remained 
motionless on the bench at the foot of the tribune with his 
eyes riveted on his poor rickety legs ? 

His gendarme, doubtless, hoisted him on his shoulders and 
carried him out of the praetorium, where the bath-chair 
was unable to enter. And when the deputies' arrest was 
decreed — when Robespierre was dragged to the Luxembourg 
prison, his brother to the Force, Lebas to the Conciergerie, 
and Saint-Just to the Ecossais — who, again, escorted Couthon 
to the former Convent of Port-Royal — Port-Libre — which was 
fixed as his place of imprisonment.? Can we imagine him 
crossing the city in his bath-chair, propelling himself to 
prison ? ^ 

When rioting broke out in Paris, Couthon was, then, 
in prison. Robespierre and the others were set free by an 
onler of the Commune ; but Couthon was at first forgotten, 

* Letter of the Concierge of Port- Libre concerning CoutJum: — 
*' 10 Thermidor. Notwithstanding the Government's recent order not 
to receive men, this prison being reserved for women, I considered, by 
virtue of ^onr warrant, that I ought to admit Citizen Ck)uthon, deputy, 
and put him in close confinement. 

** Uitizen Couthon having been placed on a bed in my office, Citizen 
Jerffot, the director, and one of his colleagues, after asking me and my 
clerks to withdraw, cross-examined him for about a quarter of an hour. 
About one o'clock in the morning, a municipal officer, accompanied by a 
clerk of the court and some gendarmes, came to claim him by virtue of a 
police order, which is in my possession." 
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and it was not untQ about one oVlock in the morning that 
his friends summoned him to the Hotel de Ville. He was 
again placed on his machine and, in the midst of a tonential 
rain, at once set off on his journey, descending the steep 
slope of the Rue Saint-Jacques at full speed, with the two 
gendarmes who had been sent to him running at hia sides. 
The official reports give their names : Muron and Javoir. 

The Place de la Greve was covered with ^ men, bayonets, 
pikes, and cannon.'" The howling and anguish-strickoi 
crowd dispersed before the diaboUcal apparition, in the 
thundery night, of this drenched cripple, who, with hia body 
bent forward, his teeth clenched through effort, his elbows 
raised, and his fists wildly gyrating, at last drew up before 
the steps of the Hotel de Ville, the tall and luminous 
windows of which stood out in the darkness. 

Someone hoisted the member of the Convention on his back 
and carried him to the first floor. Here we possess the 
narrative of a spy who was there, and who relates Coutlion's 
entry as follows : " The two Robespicrres were in the Council 
Chamber, one by the side of President Lescot-Fleuriot, and 
the other near Payan, the national agent. Couthon was 
carried in a moment aflenvards, and it is to be obser^'ed that 
he was still accompanied by his gendarme. On arriving he 
was embraced by Robespierre, . . . who also took tlie 
gendarme\s hand, saying to him : ' Worthy gendarme, I have 
ever loved and esteemed your body. Go to the door and 
continue to incense the people against the factionists.'' ^ 

The advice was doubtless good, but Robespierre thereby did 
Couthon a bad turn, for, deprived of his bearer, he was at the 
mercy of the first comer. When, an hour later, the Hotel de 
Ville was invaded by men of the Convention — when, in the 
midst of the disturbance which followed Merda'^s pistol-shot, 
Robespien-e the yomiger threw himself out of the window, 
Lebas blew out his brains, and Henriot rushed into a court- 
yard without an exit, the \\Tetched Couthon, without weapons 
or assistance, and incapable of even rising from the seat on which 
he had been placed, let himself slide to the floor, and, using 
his hands as CTutches, succeeded in dragging himself under a 
table. Someone, however, discovered him in his hiding-place, 
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and he was pitched like a bundle on to the landing at the 
very edge of tiie topmost step. A movement which he made 
caused him to roll to the bottom of the stone staircase,^ and 
he was found next morning, with a deep cut in his forehead, 
stretched in a small back courtyard to which he had crept. 
Motionless and his face pressed to the wall, he ^^ feigned 
death "^ ; but when the men shook him to make him stand up 
he tried to stab himself with a pen-knife which he held open 
in his hand. 

Couthon was bound to a stretcher and carried to the Hotel- 
Dieu, where surgeon Dessault dressed his wounds, after which 
he was taken to the Tuileries by way of the quays. He was 
left on the litter at the foot of the staircase of the Committee of 
Public Safety, under the porch of the courtyard, a group of 
citizens forming around him. It was then nine o'^dock in the 
morning.* 

Already for six long hours had the wounded Robespierre, 
stretched on a table in the Committee'*s Council Chamber, 
been slowly dying. Payan, Saint-Just, and Dumas were also 
there, seated in a window-recess. An order came to conduct 
these vanquished men to the Conciergerie, and the tragic 
procession was formed. First of all came Robespierre, who 
was carried in an arm-chair by four men. A bandage was 
wrapped round his face and head; his blue firock-coat was 
split right up the back and the right sleeve was torn ; he was 
without shoes, his calves were bare, for his stockings had 
descended to his ankles; and his unbuttoned trousers 
revealed a blood-stained shirt. He frequently opened his 
eyes and had not lost his strength, for he gave one of his 
bearers a violent blow on the neck as they were descending 
the staircase.' 

Couthon's bearers followed immediately after, and behind 
the litter walked Dumas, recognisable by his long, black, 
cassock-like frtx;k-coat made of a light material, Payan 
faultless in his grey coat and white collar, and finally, Saint- 

> Minutes of Couthon's examination at the Hoepice de THumanit^ 

' Report madt in tht name of the Committee . . . delivered by Courtoia 

on the Sth of Thermidor Year III,, Document XLL 
' Notes relative to Robespierre when he was carried to the Committee of 

Pablic Safety. 
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Just, '^scrupulously well-dressed in summer attire: buff 
coat, white waistcoat, trousers of greyish-white doth, and a 
smartly tied cravate.'" 

This procession does not seem, however, to have greatly 
affected Parisians. A few inquisitive people followed, but 
there was nothing of a crowd. On Robespierre'^s bearers readiing 
the terre-plein on the Pont Neuf they stopped to take breath 
and set down the arm-chair opposite the pedestal of tbe 
destroyed statue,, whereupon the ^ tyrant^ lodied at the 
people who surrounded him and veiy distinctly dirugged his 
shoulders. 

About four o^dock in the afternoon the twenly-two con- 
demned men of the day, induding Couthon, were led to the 
scaffold. The cripple was sitting in the third tomfaril, with 
his legs hanging down, a bandage over his fiirdiead, and 
a dismayed look on his livid £bux. On readiiog the Place de 
la Revolution, two of Sanson'^s assistants seiied him by 
the arms and legs to carry him on to the platform. He was 
the first to be executed. Owing to the impossibility of 
attaching him to the plank of the guillotine in the usual 
manner, he was placed on it " vertically '^ (?) ; but his 
atrophied body would not lend itsdf to the various move- 
ments to be gone through, and the experiment lasted a 
(juarter of an hour ! — a quarter of an hour of terrible anguish, 
during which the \'ictim uttered piercing screams, which were 
drowned by the shouting of the mob. At last he died 
Robespierre the younger followed him, then [came nineteen 
others, and then Maximilien. The last to place his neck 
under the knife was Lescot-Fleuriot. 

Couthon, who, it will be admitted, had no luck, wa> 
fortmiate, however, in having a good son. 

In 1787, before he was paralysed, he had married Marie 
Brunei, the daughter of the lieutenant of the bailiwick of 
Orcet, and they had two children. The eldest, Antoine 
Francois Xavier, was nearly seven years old when his father 
died ; the younger was bom in 1790 and, consequently, was 
only four. 

What became of the latter child in the storm of the 9th of 
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Thermidor ? Did the fi^nzied mother lose her younger son in 
her joumep about Paris ? Was he stolen or killed by some 
woman whose son had been beheaded by Couthon? We 
cannot say. All we know is that he disappeared. 

Couthon's widow ^ took up her abode at Orcet with her 
son Antoine — a step which required no little courage; for 
the townsfolk, who had adulated the member of the 
Convention when he was in power, relentlessly attacked his 
memory. The Municipal Council decreed that his birth 
certificate should be effaced from the registers of the 
Commune. "Let us destroy the remembrance of this 
infamous seductor,^ ran the decision ; " let us consign the 
portrait of this abominable monster to the flames. We hope 
that the nation will ignore his birthplace, and that tiie 
sorrowful names of the martyrs of liberty will pursue his 
fugitive shade even into the gloomy abode of the dead ! " 
Two engraved portraits of the cripple were discovered in the 
Commune and burnt on the public square, all the young men 
of the district dancing a farandole around the bonfire. So 
stupid was the reaction afler Thermidor that it makes one 
almost sympathetic towards those who succumbed at that 
period of French history. 

The contempt which Antoine Couthon felt for such acts of 
cowardicti as these, inspired at a very early age a deep 
veneration for his father's memory. 

At the age of seventeen he enlisted, and took part in all 
the wars of the Empire. Inscribed on the order of the day 
at Moscow, when still a non-commissioned officer, Napoleon 
summoned him to his presence and offered him a commission 
"on the condition he changed his name.'' But Antoine 
Couthon refused, stating that he could not disown his father 
— and thus it was that he remained a mere sergeant. At 
the Restoration, he returned to Orcet, and, setting prejudice 
at defiance, lived there for twenty years. 

Opinion changed in his favour, however, in 1848, and his 
fellow-citizens began to find that Couthon " had some good 
in him.'' Not knowing by what means to apologise to the 

^ She married Louis Charreyre, a medical practitioner, and had two 
daughters. She died at Clermont on September 17th, 1843. 
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son of the man whom they had so readily disavowed, they 
gave him a banquet over which he consented to preside. 

He was a rough, tenacious, and rather gloomy man. 
^^'Phe name of Couthon,^ he once wrote to a Royalist 
journalist who had severely criticised his father, ^was 
for a long time hard to bear. Now that it is banning to 
be respected and that discussion is allowable, I shall no 
longer permit it to be attacked.**^ 

Antoine Couthon died in 1867. Napoleon IH. made him 
a Knight of the Legion of Honour. He had a son who died 
from cholera in Italy, leaving two infant daughters. • . . 
And thus we return to the donor of the bath-chair in the 
Camavalet Museum. 

No relic presents a character of more absolute authenticity 
than this bath-chair. It originally came from the Chateaa 
de Versailles, where it was used by the " wife of Charles 
Philip Capet ^ — otherwise known as the Comtesse d'*Artois ; 
and it was lent to Couthon by the administrators of the 
national furniture warehouse. After Thermidor, the Garde- 
Meuble claimed the arm-chair, " in order to restore it to the 
national depot for machines'^ in the Rue de TUniversite. 
This claim, the minute of which is still in existence, is dated 
Messidor Year III. There can be no doubt that at that 
time — ^nearly a year after the death of Couthon and his 
companions — his widow had returned to the village of Orcet, 
taking her furniture and the remaining souvenirs of her 
husband with her. The chair was, therefore, never returned, 
and it remained in the Auvergne until recent yeare. 
Couthon\s widow did not die until 184f3 ; her son, as I have 
said, lived until 1867. Both were unexceptionable witnesses. 
They had preser\'ed a lively recollection of the scenes of 
Year II. ; they had seen Couthon in his bath-chair ; and 
this curious piece of furniture, preserved among the city 
collections, will remain one of the most picturesque and 
surest elements of that revolutionary chronicle which the 
galleries of the Camavalet Museum narrate in so striking a 
manner. 
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The " man in the cloak *" occupied a prominent position in 
the reports which daily accumulated in February, 1804, on 
the desk of M. Real, the head of the police of the Republic^ 

This mysterious person had been seen prowling about the 
Champs-Elys^. One informer had perceived him at night 
on the boulevard near the Madeleine; whilst another, at 
the same hoiu*, had met him in a deserted street in the 
suburbs of Saint-Medard. He was reported to have entered 
a cafi with a woman on a certain evening, or else had dined 
with an unfrocked monk. Unfortunately, the identity of the 
**man in the cloak'' was a mystery. Some said he was 
assuredly one of the leaders of the bajid of ruffians who had 
come over from England to assassinate the First Consul, but 
others suggested he was a Bourbon Prince. Which one, 
however, could he be? The Due d'Angouleme was in 
Courland ; the Due de Berry and the Comte d'Artbis were in 
London ; the Due d'Enghien lived in retirement in the 
Duchy of Baden ; and all were so closely siurounded by spies 
that it seemed improbable that one of them could have left 
his retreat without the French Government being informed 
of the fact. 

Costly though Bonaparte's police undoubtedly was, it must 
be admitted that at well earned its money. At no other 
period had the art of spying upon its fellow-citizens been 
carried to such a degree of perfection. R^al had a very 
large staff at his disposal, — ^a strange collection of former 
Jacobins without resources, spies of revolutionary committees 
who had lost their employment, and ex-functionaries who 
^ Mimoirea de Mme, (fAbra$iU$f toL vii. 
181 



ROMANCES OF THE FRENCH REVOLUTION 

had been dismissed for showing th^nsdves too waimly in 
favour of one or other of the ephemeral governments niiicfa 
France had possessed during the past fifteen years. It abo 
contained a £ur number of chauffeurs^ amnestied clumaUj cxr 
deserters — strange figures with which Paris was swanningi 
and who could be met walking in groups, reoognisafale 1^ 
their traditional cudgels, beaver-hats willi bucskles^ dose- 
shaven faces buried in high, soiled neck-doths, and the butt- 
ends of pistols which bulged out their long^ threadbare frock- 
coats, buttoned right up to their diins. 

Notwithstanding this army of spies, the Government's 
enemies went hither and thither, held meetings, and 
travelled on the roads with astounding freedom. Paris, the 
wide area of which makes it so £Eivourable for romantic 
adventures, and in which a person is undisooverable through 
the simple fact that he walks about its streets, had become a 
centre for an important body of chouans^ who passed through 
the city gates without let or hindrance, possessed comfortable 
halting-places from Saint Denis to the sea, had themsdves 
measured for military uniforms at well-known tailors in the 
Palais-Royal, and frequented haunts of pleasure with 
impunity. The police heard of their frolics, but could not 
succeed in arresting a single one of them. 

On February 13th, however, a definite piece of information 
was lefiunt. A Royalist — imprisoned but a short time in the 
Temple — considering that he was in a very dangerous position, 
hanged himself by his cravat to the bars of the window of his 
cell.^ Hearing groans, a jailer rushed in and cut him doira. 
As soon as the prisoner, who was nearly dead, had been 
brought round, he was seized with a fit of trembling, and, in 
the midst of incoherent exclamations, revealed everything. 
" The head of the conspiracy was Greorges ; Moreau belonged 
to it ; and the man in the cloak was Pichegru. . . .*" 

The " man in the cloak ^ was, in fact, Pichegru, the con- 
queror of Holland and Hoche'^s rival in the Army of the 
Rhine — Pichegru who had never kno^Ti whether he was a 
Royalist or a Republican, and whose uncertainty had brought 

1 His name was Bouvet de Loader, and he was entniated with the 
ooiTMpondence with the Princes. 
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him misfortune. Courageous and loyal, although he had dis- 
appointed the hopes of all parties ; dying with ennui since 
the Directory had banished him from France; placing his 
hope in political craft of which he knew nothing; and 
trusting in the first comer, he had allowed himself to be 
drawn into this adventm^ by men of relentless fanaticism — 
like Georges — or of undecided and embittered ambition — like 
Moreau. 

No sooner had he returned to France than Pichegru saw 
that everybody had deceived him. With the good sense of a 
native of Franche-Comte, he immediately decided that a 
struggle under such conditions was bound to be fiiiitless, that 
the old and the new society were irreconcilable, and, maybe, 
he was one of the first to have an intuition of the great mis* 
understanding from which the whole of the nineteenth century 
was to suffer. So, careless of his own life, he broken-heartedly 
abandoned himself to the current of events, no longer possess- 
ing the courage to drag himself away from Paris, which he 
loved so well, and preferring its clandestine places of refuge 
to the insidious haspitality of England. 

The scene of the conspiracy was planned with smprising skill. 
Among the strange characters who figure in the police reports 
of the period, a man named Spin calls for special mention. 
Spin was a churchwarden at the Eglise Saint-Laiu^nt and by 
trade a contractor, and he was charged to construct secret 
places where the accomplices of Georges and Moreau could lay 
in hiding until the time had come for their coup de main. 

He went about the city on the look-out for vacant 
apartments in modest-looking houses in little frequented 
streets ; visited them ; took them under a false name if they 
were suitable for his purpose ; shut himself up with his tools 
under the pretext that certain repairs were indispensable ; and, 
in a few days, had arranged " a good hiding-place.*" He then 
lodged there some honest housewife whom he had recruited 
from among the cooks of his aajuaintance, informing her that 
she would have to take a " boarder."" 

This "boarder,*" as one can well imagine, was a con- 
spirator, who lived in clover, went out as little as possible, 
and disappeared at the slightest suspicious noise into the 
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hiding-place which Spin had revealed to him alone. Hie 
titulary tenant of the apartment was told nothing of this 
cachette, and saw her boaider appear and disappear a doaen 
times a day without being able to discover the secret of his 
invisibility. 

Spin felt a sort of amour propre in this aingi^Ur calling. 
He was proud of having succeeded in contriving in the 
apartment of one of his friends, a tailor named Midielot, 
who li\'ed in the Rue de Bussy, a hiding-place of which 
Michclot himself, forced by his business to be absent from 
home for long periods, did not suspect the existoice, and in 
which two men armed to the teeth were huddled. When 
the tailor was out seeing customers the two ruffians stretdied 
their 1^ in the apartment ; but as soon as they heard him 
mounting the stairs they darted back to their den; and 
honest Michelot, who was a fervent admirer of Bonaparte, 
did not suspect that he was harbouring "British agents" 
until the day on which the police came to arrest him and 
his tenants.^ 

Pichegru, preferring the illasion of liberty, showed but 
a moderate liking for these necessarily exiguous retreats. 
His wanderings about Paris can be reconstituted almost 
completely, with the exception of a few nights spent at 
the risk of a meeting, and several of which cost him, it 
is said, from ten to twelve thousand francs, — a good 
price; but the walls were covered with white posters an- 
nouncing that " harbourers of assassins would themselves be 
regarded as assassins.'*' It was a case of death for anyone 
who granted asylum to one of these men, even for twent)'- 
four hours, without denouncing him to the police; and 
houses which were ordinarily most hospitable remained 
obstinately closed to every unknown person. 

Pichegru, who entered Paris at the Saint-Denis gate in 
Georges' cabriolet, s|)ent his first night at Denand's, a wine 
shop at the comer of the Rue du Bac and the Rue de Varenne. 
Tliis was the Chouans' great meeting place, their terminus, 
whence tliey proceeded to the vai*ious houses assigned to 
them. He then lived for a couple of days in the Rue 
1 National Archives, F 6405. 
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Careme-Prenant, in one of Spin's apartments; and we next 
find him at Chaillot, in a comfortable riverside house, which 
had been rented for six months past in readiness for the prince 
whose arrival the Royalists anticipated, but who declined to 
cross the sea. This Chaillot house was Georges' headquarters, 
and he gave up his room to the General for a few nights, — a 
fine room with two windows opening on to a terrace. The 
curtains were of plain white dimity, and the lacquered 
furniture was upholstered in blue and white velvet.^ 

Pichegru then lodged at the Hotel du Cercle, in the Rue 
Richelieu, kept by a contractor for the army, named Rolland. 
The prascript occupied a bedroom, the glass-topped partition 
of which illuminated a corridor. The door, which was pro- 
vided with a very thin curtain, was also partly of glass, and 
as Pichegru was accustomed to read in bed until a very late 
hour, people passing along the corridor could see him as 
distinctly as if he had gone to bed in the street. He therefore 
left the Hotel du Cercle for the Hotel du Commerce, where 
he remained, however, but three days, his friend, ex-General 
Lajolais, having taken, under a false name, an apartment in 
the Rue Culture Sainte-Catherine, where he was in safer 
hiding. He also lived for a few nights with an employee of 
the National Debt Department, named Verdet, who occupied 
a first-floor apartment in the Rue du Puits-de-rErmite, 
opposite Saint-Pelagie. He next lodged, but only for forty- 
eight hours, with a young milliner, named Suzanne Gilles, in 
the Rue des Noyers. Suzanne, discovering his identity, was 
seized with alarm, and turned him out.^ 

Yet all this time patrols of police and gendarmes were on 
guard in every street, and troops of the Paris garrison were 
stationed with loaded arms along the outer boulevards. 
Nobody was permitted to leave the city at night under any 
pretext whatever, and, as the cemeteries were outside the 
fortifications, police commissaries on duty at the gates had 
received orders to open any of the coffins passing through, if 
they had the slightest suspicion of the sincerity of the tears 
of those who accompanied them.^ Parisians, whose habits 

' National Archives, F^ 6395. 

* National Archives, F^ 6391 to 6405 ; and Proofs de Georges, passim, 

' Archives of the Pi«fectare of Police. 
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were deranged by ihese measures, dare not grumble, but they 
laughed in their sleeves, fiilly persuaded that the ooniqnncy 
was ^^an invention of the police,^ and that Pichegni had not 
set foot in France for the past ten years. 

In a house in the Rue Vivienne, almost opposite the Rue 
Colbert, there lived at this time a commission agent named 
Treille. Two years before he had married a widow, Mni& 
de Caux, who, by her first husband, had a dau^ter, then 
sixteen years of age. Pich^ru had been on intimate tenns 
with the De Caux family at the time he was G^eneral-in-Chief 
of the Army of the North, and Mme. Treille had retained 
an almost maternal affection for him. She knew that he was 
in Paris, so when MUe. Gilles dosed her door in his fine, 
Pich^ru appealed to his friend. Sounded on the matter, 
Treille agreed to receive the proscript, and on February 86th, 
at sunset, Pichc^ru entered the house in the Rue Vivienne. He 
was put by Mme. Treille into a bedroom adjoining her own, 
and after the warehouse door had been closed at the usual 
hour they all sat down to dinner.^ 

Treille had as partner and daily messmate a business agent 
named Leblanc, a man in whom he had the most absolute con- 
fidence, having made his acquaintance, several years before, at 
a masonic lodge of which they were both influential members.' 
Leblanc apparently led a most regular and honourable life. 
He had been something of a military man, and never given 
much attention to politics; and he lived alone in a small 
apartment, quite near the Opera, which was then situated 
on the present site of the Square Louvois. He dined that 
evening with the Treillas and Pichegni, whose identity they 
did not seek to conceal from him. The company talked at great 
length ; the night passed without incident ; but, on the follow- 
ing day, it had to be confessed that the premises offered the 
general no sec^urity, the apartment being composed of a suite 
of rooms, encumbered with goods, which during the day 
were open to all comers. The proscript himself was of the 

1 La xrtriU dUvoilie par U temps ou It vrai d6nonciatewr du g^MrcU 
Pichegni signals, 

' D&nanciatum an roi e/ d ropinicn pMique dtiniquiUs et dPaUenlaU 
comm%9 9on$ U prifet de police Duboia. 
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opinion that in stopping there any longer he would 
compromise his hosts without any advantage to himself, so 
Treille undertook to find him a safer refuge. He consulted 
with Leblanc, who very cordially placed his rooms at 
Pichegru'*s disposal, it being agreed that the general should 
go there at nightfall. The day went by without any alarm. 
These people took their parts in the tragedy which was being 
enacted with extraordinary unconcern, apparently never 
suspecting that they were playing with their lives, and that 
the entire police of the Republic were lying in wait for the 
man whom they entertained again and again with discon- 
certing tranquillity. 

On the 27th, on sitting down at Treille'*s table, Leblanc 
warmly thanked Pichegru for the honotu* which he did him 
in accepting his room, but made an excuse for its lack of 
comfort, though he assured him it was a safe hiding-place. 
As on the previous evening, the conversation was uncon- 
strained, and Leblanc appeared happy and even amused at 
being mixed up in the adventure. 

What happened in this man's heart as he sat at dinner ? 
We know nothing of his antecedents nor of his financial 
position, and consequently nothing as to his morality. The 
papers which undoubtedly contained these particulars have 
disappeared from the Archives, and in the enormous mass of 
documents relating to the case of Georges and his accomplices, 
his name is not once mentioned. We know, however, that 
in the middle of dinner on the evening in question, his 
cheerfulness gave place to very visible anxiety. Questioned 
as to his trouble, hei alleged that he had an urgent piece of 
business on his mind — an interrupted sale which he was 
anxioas to conclude, so, making his excuses, he hastily left 
the company.^ From that moment he was criminal. Hurry- 
ing to the hoase of Greneral Miu^t, the Governor of Paris, 
he asked to speak to him. His intention was to inform him 
that Pichegru was going to sleep under his roof that very 
night, and to fix the price of his treachery — 100,000 francs. 
But Murat was absent or could not receive him. Leblanc, 
unwilling to confide his secret to anyone else, stated that he 
' La v6nU cUvoiUe par It temp* . . . 
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would return in the course of the evening. Harrying bade 
to Treille^s, where the family and Pich^ru were still at taUe, 
Leblanc resumed his seat, stating that the transaction which 
had been worrying him was now happily completed. He 
had quite recovered his good spirits, and the evening was 
passed in pleasant conversation. About nine o^dock they 
all rose from the table, and, like people who are happy to 
prolong a familiar gathering, decided to accompany Pichc^ni 
to his new residence. Treille, his wife, and even Mile, de 
Caux, were of the party. By way of the Rue Colbert, passing 
under the massive arcade of the Bibliotheque, they reached the 
Rue Richelieu. When the Op^ra was closed, as was the case 
that evening, the vicinity of the theatre was ill lit and 
deserted. But who, however, would have suspected a group 
of people, including a woman and a girl, chatting freely as 
they walked along ? 

The Rue Chabanais, towards which the little party directed 
its steps, did not continue to the Rue Rameau, as it does 
to-day. It commenced at the Rue des Petits-Chanips, 
meeting in its path a high building, now pulled down, and 
continuing at right angles, by way of the street now 
called the Rue Cherubini, until it reached the Rue Sainte- 
Anne. It consisted, properly speaking, of two blind alleys, 
meeting at right-angles, and the open space at their juncture, 
surrounded by enormous seven-story buildings, pierced by 
innumerable little windows, was extremely dark and solitary. 

That was where Leblanc lived. The house in which he 
had his small apartment was No. 39 — now No. 11. The court- 
yard, common to two buildings, has certainly not changed 
during the last hundred years : it is a sort of well, gloomy in 
appearance, from the semi-obscurity of which, in the finest 
summer days, arises the stagnant odour of a cellar. 

Leblanc mounted the staircase, followed by Pichegru and 
Treille, who expressed a wish to " install ^ tiie General. A 
little ceremony was displayed on both sides when it was 
discovered that the room contained only one bed ; but Leblanc 
cut it short by saying that he would sleep at a friend'^s house. 
He commended his guest to his servant as one of TreiUe's 
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relatives, who had come to Paris on business, and, after 
Pichegni had warmly shaken hands all round, wished him 
good-night. The door was then carefully locked and the key 
handed to the servant, who slept on the upper floor, with 
final orders that "the gentleman "" was to receive every 
attention on waking the next morning. Leblanc descended 
with the Treille family and they separated in the street. 
Before parting, however, Mile, de Caux, greatly moved, 
threw her arms round Leblanc'^s neck, and, " with tears in her 
eyes,'' exclaimed : 

" Oh ! guard well this treasiure which friendship has confided 
to your keeping ! God will bless you, and man — some day, 
perhaps France herself— will be grateful to you ! ^ ^ 

I should not like to affirm that this young lady expressed 
herself in such noble terms ; but such were the words which 
were reported to the Prefect of Police, and I have taken care 
to record them accurately. 

Whilst his friends quietly retiuned to the Rue Vivienne, 
Leblanc directed his steps towards the Rue des Petits- 
Champs. 

Ah ! if only it were possible to follow the progress through 
the streets of this man who, in cold blood, was about to 
commit the most cowardly of acts ! What was the subject 
of his thoughts ? Doubtless the money he was going to 
receive. Or did he try to exonerate himself by imagining 
that he was saving France ? Did a feeling of anguish grip 
him by the throat when he entered the porch of the house of 
the Governor of Paris ? How did he support the inevitable 
waiting in the ante-rooms, and what pretext did he give for 
wishing to see the Governor at so late an hour ? Then, in 
what tone did he speak when in Muraf's presence ? Had he 
the audacity to " fix his price ^ ? And in what manner was 
he listened to ? There we have the elements of the drama, 
but one which will never be known. All we know is that at 
one o'clock in the morning everything was arranged, and 
Leblanc left the Governor's headquarters accompanied by 
Commissary Comminges, a few policemen and six gendarmes 
^ D^nonciation auroietd Fopinion pMique . . . 
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commanded by lieutenant Noiieau and Qoartiermasler 
GiUet^ 

On this little body of men reaching the taming in the Rne 
Chabanais, Leblanc knocked at the door of his hoose^ and, 
on it opening, stealthily mounted the staircase followed fay 
the men. He left the gendarmes on the landing outside h» 
apartment, and, ascending a floor high^, awakened the 
servant, who, hastily putting on a petticoat, appeared with a 
candle in her hand. 

^The key,^ said LeUanc. ^ Give me my key ! ^ 

The affiighted girl obeyed, and mechanically descended 
with her master. On seeing the motionless, sinister 
silhouettes of the police drawn up on the staircase she nearly 
fainted. Comminges took the key, listened for a few 
seconds, and then, hearing no sound in the room, n^idly 
unlocked the door. But it was barricaded by a chest c^ 
drawers. At a sign, the men rushed forward and burst it 
open, and a confused hand-to-hand fight immediatelv 
commenced. Pichegru was not asleep, he was reading in 
bed, and at the first alarm he rushed to his pistols. But 
one of the gendarmes reached him and overturned the table 
on which the light was standing, whereupon a furious struggle 
took place in the dark. The policemen hurled themselves on 
the naked colossus, but could only succeed in getting hold of 
him by chance; they stumbled over furniture and were 
crushed by blows from his huge fists in their wild endeavour 
to seize his legs and throw him on to the floor. This 
pugilistic encounter, interspersed with oaths, engaged io 
a small bedroom, in the dim light of a flickering candle held 
by the servant-girl,* who had remained on the landing with 
lieblanc (who was doubtless afraid to enter the roomX was a 
terrifying scene. The house was awakened and in the half- 
opened doors appeared the astonished faces of people aroused 
from their sleep. . . 

The fight lasted for more than a quarter of an hour. At 
last one of the men brutally seized hold of the general^s 

» National Archives, IP 6393. 

' In the Cabinet dcs Estampes at the National Library is a somewhat 
rude bat, from a docomentary point of view, very precioiis engraving of 
the period, representing Pichegru's arrest. 
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abdomen, and, under the excruciating pain, he fell with a 
groan. In an instant they were upon him, and, smothered 
under bed-clothes, had bound him hand and foot . . . 
The deed was done and Leblanc had earned 100,000 francs. 

An inquisitive crowd, concerned by the presentiment that 
some great drama was being enacted, had collected in the 
street. The gendarmes were hustled when they appeared on 
the threshold of the house, but the disturbance was quickly 
repressed. The police were then seen to come out carrying 
with great effort an enormous bundle of Unen from which 
protruded two bruised feet. Pichegru, tightly rolled in his 
sheets, was in this way carried to the Chief Justice's house on 
the Place Vendome, and thence to police headquarters in 
the Rue des Saints-P^res. Still bound, he was placed on the 
carpet in ReaPs office, and on the covering being removed a 
swollen and apoplectic face, with closed eyes and clenched 
teeth, appeared to view. 

Legal formalities having been carried out, Pichegru was 
placed on a stretcher and carried across the city to the 
Temple. Escorted by twenty gendarmes, this litter, on 
which was stretched a white form momentarily convulsed by 
a last outburst of revolt, must have been a tragic sight for 
the rare foot-passengers at that late hour. 

At three oHock in the morning, Rdal received the 
following bulletin : '* Report of the concierge of the Temple. 
Night of the 8th to 9th of Ventose, Year XII. General 
Pichegru has been brought to this prison, placed in close 
confinement, and is under strict surveillance. He is calm.*" ^ 

At the same hour, Comminges and his men knocked at 
Treille's door in the Rue Vivienne, invaded the apartment, 
broke open the drawers, examined the cupboards, and 
searched even in the bed in which Mile, de Caux was lying. 
Treille, his wife, and step-daughter were dragged off to 
prison, where they were put through an examination, 
threatened, and finally made to sign a declaration, which, 
trembling with fear, they were too agitated to read. They 
were then set at liberty. What did this statement contain ? 
1 National Archives, F' 0391. 
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No one knows, for Treille^s dossier^ like that of lieblanc, has 
disappeared from the Archives. *^It merely maitions 
^ gendarmes ordered to arrest a man and two women living 
in the Rue Vivienne and accused of complicity/ ** ^ 

On the following day the Journal de Paris publidied an 
official note stating that a person named Treille, after pro- 
curing a hiding-place for Pich^ni at the residence of his 
friend Leblanc, had denounced the general to the Chief 
Justice'^s agents. ^^Leblanc,^ added the newspaper, ^is at 
present in flight and is being actively sought for.*" Soch 
was the ingenious method which the traitor adopted to save 
his honom*. He alone was in a position to disclose Treille's 
name. The unfortunate man remained exposed to this 
odious accusation for ten years; no papor dared to insert 
his protest; and it was not until after the Empire that 
he was able to exonerate himself. 

As to Lcblanc, he was by no means "in flight.^ He 
received his 100,000 francs on March 1st, and on the very 
same day dared to show his face at the Bourse. But as he 
was hooted he abstained from reappearing there. He re- 
mained, however, in Paris, and so deadened was his con- 
science that, on Pichegru committing suicide in the Temple, 
he asked for the Cross of the Legion of Honoiu*.^ The 
reply to this was an order to leave France immediately. 
He lived for some time at Hamburg under a false name ; ' 
then went to Lyons, where he started business again ; and in 
1814 we find him at Saint-Jean de Maurienne " engaged in 
a not very honourable calling,"*^ probably that of a police- 
spy. I have not been able to discover for certain what his 
end was. However, among the secret agents who were 
engaged in spying upon officers of the staff* at the time of 
the first Restoration there was a certain Leblanc who seems 
to me to be the man who betrayed Pichegru. He exceUed 
as an agent provocateur. " He wears a moustache,*" says a 
police note, '* and often decorates his buttonhole with a red 
ribbon so as better to deceive those with whom he comes into 

* F' 6393. * Mimoirts de Bourrienne, 

' Recherckes hidoriques sur . , . le due d'Enghicn. By Noagarede de 
Fayet. 
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contact.** In consequence of a libellous report on an officer 
whom he attempted to blackmail, this Leblanc was dismissed. 
It is believed that he went to Spain and died there.^ 

This tragedy had a terrible sequel. 

In 1815, the political weathercock having veered round, 
Pichegru'*s memory was honoured as that of a hero. It was 
even decided to erect a statue to him. This, as must be 
confessed, was a rather fictitious renewal of glory, but, at the 
same time, the change in public opinion marked a very 
sincere revival of disgust for the betrayer. 

Now, at that time, there lived at Clermont-Ferrand — this 
was after the disbanding of the Imperial army — a lieutenant 
in the 2nd regiment of mounted Chasseurs named Antoine 
Leblanc. He was a Knight of the Legion of Honotu*. 
Someone declared that he was the son of the man who 
had sold Pichegru, and the rumour gained credit. It was 
further stated that, as his regiment was crossing Paris on 
June 29th, 1815, after Waterloo, he had killed with his sword, 
on the Boulevard Poissonniere, a locksmith named Rainfray, 
who, on seeing Bonaparte^s conquered soldiers pass by, had 
unfortunately shouted " Long live the King ! *" 

A \*Tit was issued against Antoine Leblanc, and the police 
sent to arrest him brutally ill-treated him — jast as others^ 
twelve years before, had ill-treated Pichegru. They pleaded 
** that the son should be made to expiate the crime of the 
father.*" Handed on from brigade to brigade, with the informa- 
tion that he was the " son of the man who sold brave Pichegru 
to Bonaparte,*" Antoine Leblanc^s journey to Paris was a per- 
fect martyrdom. Crowds collected in the towns through 
which he passed and hooted him. Falling ill at Moulins, 
a chemist, to which the gendarmery applied for a remedy, 
attempted to poison him to avenge the conqueror of Holland ! 
The unfortunate man remained for a month hovering between 
life and death. Finally he reached Paris, was taken to the 
Abbaye prison, and brought up for trial. The locksmith 
Rainfray, who was still living, appeared in court, but could 
not identify the prisoner as the man who had wounded him. 
^ La police dti'oil^, by Froment. 
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Nevertheless, Leblanc was sentenced to be put into irons for 
life. 

He was degraded, in the presence of the troops of the Paiis 
aimy, on the Place Vendome, at the foot of the column od 
which the white flag had replaced Napoleou'^s statue. 
Awaiting the departure of the convicts, he was then sent 
to Bicetre. September 3rd, 1816, had been fixed as the date 
on which he was to be ^^ ironed ^ ; but he obtained a reprieve. 
Louis XVIII., moved by his sufTerings, asked for the papers 
relating to the case, and on January SOth, 1817, LeUanc 
was informed that the King had commuted his penalty into 
one of five years^ imprisonment. A few months later he was 
definitely pardoned. 

Then only was he free to speak. On three oocasion* 
he published a mhnoire ^ which is one continuous ciy of 
despair, a truly eloquent appeal for pity. He solemolj 
declared that the only thing he had in common with ** the 
individual whose hands were formerly soiled by the price 
of blood '''' was his name, and that his father, ** a venerable 
(K'togenariaii, covered with wounds received in the defence of 
his country, had never seen or known General Pichegru." A 
controvei'sy on this subject was waged Ixjtween the J/i/irnrand 
the Journal dc Paris. However, there remained a doubt If 
the " venerable octogenaritui "" was really the man who sold 
Pichcgru, he assureilly concealed his odious celebritv from hi> 
son, as from others. The documents have disappeared from the 
Archives and the problem cannot for the moment be solved. 

The by-jwiths of French history abound in such insolvable 
enigmas. The case of Antoine Leblanc was, however, worth 
relating. It was the revenge for the night of Februarv 28th, 
1804 — a blind, cruel, and unjustifiable revenge ; but can « 
not imagine what Pichegru's betrayer must have thought, if he 
were still li\ing and the facts came to his knowledge, when, 
after so many yeai*s, he saw his crime rebound on an innocent 
man, and thereby, perhaps, became conscious of the horror 
which his ignominy inspired ? 

• M6moire pour A. LeUaiic {dc Btscui^i, Doubif), CKcvalier dc la Ujioti 
d'honncnr, lieiUcnaiU ati 2^ Bataillon du 2^ rigimttU de Chagaturs a Cheml di 
I'ex-yarde imp^riale, 1824. 
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At the first turning of the road from Noyon, which 
stretches as straight as a dart for more than six miles, you 
enter Blerancoiirt, a quiet and well-to-do French village. Here 
and there you meet open bams, or obtain glimpses through gates 
of flowery gardens, and the air is redolent of stables. As you 
advance the village becomes almost a town. The Soissons 
road, descending a hill, meets a triumphal arch, a vestige of 
the manorial residence of the Marquesses of Gesvres. The 
market, the cafe^ and some shops cluster together in the 
centre of the village, near the Mairie. Large waggons are 
standing outside the inn. Then the houses spread out, the 
country starts again, and the road contiimes towards Coucy 
through level fields intersected by hedges. 

At the end of 1776 there settled in this village, then very 
similar to what it is to-day, a cei*tain M. de Saint-Just, the 
native of a neighbouring village, which he had left in his 
youth to enlist in the gendarmery. Military life had kept 
him away from the district for a very long time. He had 
married at Casset,^ and a son had been bom to him at 
Vemeuil, near Decize,- where he was in garrison. 



^ ** On May 10th, 1766, the marriage was celebrated of Moinirt Jean de 
I Jtutt de Ricktbmirg^ 6cuyer, knight of " 
I Louis, cavalry captain, quarts 

Eindarmes, son of the late Maitre C 
te Dame Marie Francois Adam, of the town of Namplesse in Picardy, in 



SaitU JtuU de Richtbmirg^ tcuytr^ knight of the roval and military order of 

8aint Louis, cavalry captain, quarter-master in the De Berry company of 

endarmes, son of the late Maitre Charles de Saint-Just, burgher, and the 



the diocese of Soissons, at present quartered in the town of Gusset, in the 
Aavergne ; and DemoimUt Marie Anne Bobinot, daughter of Maitre 
Ltkniard Bobinot, king's councillor, chief of the salt-house of the town of 
Decize, and the late Dame Houdry of this parish . . .** 

^ ** Parish of Vemeuil. August 25th, 1767, baptism of Louis Antoine, bom 
to-day, legitimate son of Messire Louis Jean de Saint-Just de Richebourg, 
knight of the royal and military order of Saint Louis . . . and Dame 
Jeanne Marie Booinot. His flodfather is Jean Antoine Bobinot, cur6 of 
Vemeuil, and his godmother, Dame Fran9oiae Ravard, who herewith signed 
their names . . , 
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As promotion was slow in comings he became diacxMixBged, 
sent in his resignation and returned to his native district 
His fieither^s recent death at Nampoelle, near Noyon, left 
vacant the post of land-stewaid to M. de Bnat^ lord of 
Morsain, Bichebouig, Eviy, and other places. The ex- 
gendarme inherited this modest position, whidb accorded 
with his tastes, and he retained it for ei^^t yean. Tired of 
the work, and having saved a little money, he pordiased a 
house, situated at the fieur end of Bl&nanooiut, near the fields, 
at the comer of the Rue aux Chooettes^ firom a grocer named 
I^febvre, and removed there with his wife, who was twenty 
years his junior, his son, and his two little girls.^ 

M. de Saint-Just immediately became a man of importance 
in this village of agriculturists. His position as a former 
oHicer in the army, his ribbon of Saint Louis,' and his small 
income gave him a certain weight. He had a long serious 
face with a huge nose, spoke but little, never laughed, and 
spent his days either attending to his kitchen garden, or 
reading, seated under a hornbeam hedge planted along the 
border of a streamlet which bounded his property. He did 
not, however, long enjoy this quiet life; for he died on 
Se{)teinber 8th, 1777, less tlian a year after his arrival at 
Blerancourt.* 

His son was then ten years of age. Freed from his fathers 
severe tutehigc, this insubordinate and hot-headed boy in 
future did exactly as he liked, spending his time in galloping 
about the stitjets in command of bands of village boys. 
Some peo{)le were amused and others exasperated by his 
audacity, but all were agreed in recognising tliat Mme. de 
Saint-Just, ''would have a good deal of trouble with that 
boy.*" The poor woman was a gentle, passive, and rather 
inactive creatui-e. Moreover, out of her element in Blcran- 

* Louise Marie Anne Saint-Just, bom at Nampcelle (Aisne) September 
12th, 1768, and Marie Fran^oise Victoire Saint-Just, also bom at Nampoelle. 
November 10th, 1769. 

'^ He was decorated on May 28th, 1762 (Archives of the MiniBtry d 
War). 

' He was born at Morsain (Aisne) on November 8th, 1715. His father, tf 
I have already said, was land-steward to M. da Buat, lord of Richeboars. 
hence the name which he added to his own in order to disUngaiBh himiw 
from his nine brothers and sisters. 
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(From a portrait in the pongeMton of the family of the former 
meiiibtr of the Conrtntion.) 
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SAINT-JUST AT BLfiRANCOURT 

court, where she knew nobody, she led a very retired life, 
straitened in circumstances. Uneasy, however, over her 
child\s love of independence, she made a sacrifice by placing 
him as a boarder at the College Saint-Nicolas, at Soissons, 
then under the management of Fathers of the Oratory. 

'^The legends concerning him date from that time. His 
panegyrists have represented him as a school-boy of superior 
intelligence — dispassionate, reserved, meditative, and already 
pondering in his mighty brain over the institutions with 
which he was later to endow his country ; whilst his detractors 
have made him out to be an intractable pupil, who made 
** impious verses," stirred up a revolt, inflamed the college, 
and who was once told by one of his masters, before the 
whole class, that he would become an "illustrious scamp.*" 
Both versions are doubtless incorrect, the still living memories 
of him at Blerancourt enabling us to dispense with all 
hypotheses. 

He returned home in the holidays with the conceit of a 
townsman who is flattered by a comparison between himself 
and the " good people *" of the country. As he grew older 
his affectation increased. Having learnt how "to draw 
heads,"*^ he passed at Blerancourt, where artists were not 
ninnerous, for being a talented draughtsman ; and his paltry 
rhymes likewise earned him the uncontested reputation for 
being the best poet in the village. '^This priority flattered 
him. He was, moreover, a handsome youth, and knew how 
to give his regular features an air of impassiveness, which, 
thanks to his curly, silky hair, made him resemble Antinous, 
whose head he had seen at the drawing-class. He wore 
starched cravats in ac*conlance with the latest fashion at 
Soissons. Finally, he had arranged his name in a manner to 
make it presentable, calling liimself Monsieur le Chevalier 
Ixk)nard Morelle de Saint-.Iust de Richebourg. . . . He had 
made a journey to Paris to learn fine manners, and he gave 
people to understand that a place was reserved for him in 
the King's body-guard. 

In addition to his cravats and pedantic air, he brought 
back from the town a taste for debauchery. He hinted that 
" great ladies " had readily undertaken his education in the 
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art of love, and this procured him much soccess amongst 
the women of BlerancourL But he showed such littk 
discretion when profiting by their precepts that the village 
was soon ringing with complaints. Fathers and husbands 
did not know how to guard their households against his 
amorous enterprises. 

Weak Mme. de Saint-Just listened to these comphdnb 
and moaned. What else could she do ? She adored her spoOt 
child and considered it quite natural that he was irresistible. 

There then lived at Blcfrancourt a rich tabellion, named 
Me. Louis Antoine Gell^, royal notary to the bailiwick of 
Coucy-lc-C3iateau, who had a daughter, a fiur, freckled, and 
sturdy girL Louise Sygrade Gelle, who was older than 
Saint-Jast, was only moderately good-looking; but her 
dowry, on the other hand, was most tempting. Suitors 
were numerous, so the father kept a sharp eye on his 
daughter. However, the baptism of the child of a Blcran- 
court leather-dresser furnished Saint-Just with the oppor- 
tunity for which he had lx>en waiting. Appointed to act as 
god-father, he chose Mile. Gellc as his fellow-godmother, 
paid his {iddrcssi\s to her, and so dazzled the poor girl, who 
was unable to n»sist the j>assion which she thought she had 
inspii*e<l, that she became his mistress. In the presence of 
this fact, the "Chevalier'*' hoped that his extreme youth, 
huk of fortune, and the age of his '•conquesf could no 
longer be objections to their niarriiige. But he was greatly 
mistaken, .\nother was to be the victor in the tounianieiit 
ill which the prize was the notarv^s fortune and office, and on 
July 25th, 17H(), Mile. Gellc was married to M. Frain,i)U* 
Thorin, son of the i*egistrar of the canton. ^Fliere is a 
unanimous tradition in the district, however, that this 
marriage did not put an end to the idyl, and that Mine. 
Thorin was no less tender towanls Saint-Jast than Mile. 
Gelle had lK»eii.^ 

* " The exist-eneo of these relationR appears to be undeniable, altboagh 
tliey arc contented by M. Kmest Hainel. Tradition affirma them » 
energotioaUy at Blt'rancourt that it would he impofwible to find a single 



divergent opinion, anil the surviving nicnihera of the tSaint-Just family 
' ftve themselveB no difficulty in supporting the general testimony/' 
Saiut-Just ft Afmf. Thorin. Jm Abel-Patoux (Saint Quentin, I878y. 
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This time there was a great scandal — so great that Mme. 
de Saint-Jast, anxious over the consequences of the intrigue, 
thought it best to send her son to Paris for a little while. 
He therefore left Blerancourt. Before a fortnight had 
elapsed, however, he was back home again, declaring that he 
was a changed man and truly repentant, and the poor 
mother was too overjoyed at the return of her prodigal son 
not to credit his good resolutions. 

One morning — it was on September 15th, 1786 — Saint-Just 
did not appear at breakfast at the usual hour. His mother 
went to his bedroom, but found that it was empty and had 
not been slept in overnight. Going through the house in a 
very uneasy state of mind, she suddenly uttered a cry on 
discovering that the cupboard in which she kept her silver 
had been broken open. The few precious articles which she 
preserved had disappeared : a silver porringer marked with 
her monogram, a silver-gilt drinking-cup which had belonged 
to her uncle, the Cure of Venieuil, and three silver cups. . . . 
Softly weeping, for she feared to let the terrible suspicion 
which haunted her be seen, she visited her other cupboards. 
. . . Alas ! her unworthy son had taken everything : two 
gold-mounted pistols, some packets of silver braid which had 
been on his father's old uniforms, even a ring set with a rose- 
diamond, and some small silver articles without any other 
value than the family memories which they recalled.^ 

On the following day, Saint-Just arrived in Paris, took 
a room at the small Hotel Saint-Louis in the Rue Fromen- 
teau, and sold the stolen articles to a Jew, in a ro/?, for 
200 francs. But at the end of three days not a farthing was 
left. Somewhat abashed and not knowing which way to 
turn, he sent his mother a long letter n which he attributed 
his disgraceful action to a feeling of delicacy. " His blood 
had been burnt up by sttuly ^ and had brought on a very 
dangerous headache, so he had gone to Paris to consult a 
famous specialist. The fee " amounted to 200 francs,"" and 
in onler not to alarm his mother by revealing his curious 

' On the subject of this dishonourable escapade of the future member 
of the Convention — an escapade which Kdouard Fleury has doubted and 
Rmest Hamel has energetically denied— see M. A. B<^giB' pamphlet, 
8aitU-Just, Hon emprisonnement tioua Louis X VI. . . . Paris, liT^ 
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malady he had taken what he needed to pay the doctor. He 
a'tsured her that, seized with remone, he had wanted to take 
Orders, but that the priests had received him very badly. 
Penniless and in despair, he was on the point of walking 
to Calais to embark on board ship, although he knew Teiy 
well that *^ the voyage would inflame his Uood still more, and 
that he would die en route. . . • ^ 

The trick was somewhat too apparent, and this time Mme. 
de Saint-Just did not allow hersdf to be deceived. Great as 
was the ^' Chevalier^s^ surprise at not receiving firom Bleran- 
court the pardon and money he had anticipated, it was 
nothing compared to his astonishment when a police-oflker 
called at the Hotel Saint-Louis, seized him by the collar, and 
led him off to a M. Chenon, commissary at tiie Qiitelet and 
Royal Censor. At the request of Mme. de Saint-Just, the 
official had the young scamp shut up in a matftm de MoUi 
in the Faubourg Saint-Antoine — that strange, fine old 
house, now abandoned, the high windows with strong bars 
and ruined terraces of which can still be seen, behind thick 
walls, at the comer of the Boulevard Diderot and the 
Rue Picpus. 

It was there that Saint-Just wTote Organic an ePDtic 
conii)osition evidently inspired by his pretension to imitate 
Voltaire's playful tales. Taine called Orffa/U a filthy work, 
and the estimate is correct. But the absolute banality of 
this crude production is much more disconcerting than its 
obscenity. There is not a piquant saying or a flash of wit 
in all its twenty cantos! Organt was not a solution: the 
future remained threatening for Saint-Just, and his mother, 
disconsolate and ill, deprived herself in order to pay for las 
maintenance. She daily learnt of some fresh piece of folly, 
as, for instanc^e, that he had sold his entire wardrobe ; and 
she spent part of her time in making shirts for him, asking 
that only two at a time should be given to him ** for fear,'' 
she wrote, " he sold the others." 

At last, on March 30th, 1787, he came out of prison. Me. 
Dubois-Descharmes, Procurator at Soissons, ofiered to take 
him into his office as second clerk, undertaking to board and 
l(Klge him for an annual payment of 500 franc*s. Saint-Just, 
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by no means mastered, but embittered and overflowing with 
hatred, returned home. Unless I am mistaken, he remained 
but a few hours at Blerancourt, leaving immediately for 
Soissons, where, however, he did not stop veiy long. The 
Revolution was breaking out, and the turbulent schoolboy 
threw himself into the movement with the audacity of a man 
who had never doubted his own superiority. 

Ah ! what stirring times were then experienced in Bleran- 
eomi;! \ 

Saint-tJust was more than ever the cock of the village, and 
obtained the support of all envious people. " Three shouting 
women,^ said the old Marquise de Crequy, " make more noise 
than a hundred thoasand silent men.^ There we have the 
secret of many revolutions. 

During the entire duration of the Constituent Assembly, 
Saint-Jast speechified on the s(juares of Chauny, Coucy, and 
Soissons. He frequented the clubs, mounteil platfonns, and 
spoke of his conscience, his soul, " which was steeped in liberty,*" 
" the strictness of his mission,"^ and " the noble illusion of 
virtue.'" He assured his listeners that he " was on the watch 
for heroic examples in order to profit by them,*" and that 
his desire was " to avenge humanity and the poor.'*'' Phrases 
from Mably and Machiavelli, culled from the newspapers 
which he rec*eived, flowed appropriately from his lips. The 
good people of Blerancourt and Chauny listened to him 
open-mouthed, and fell into ecstasies over his learning ! The 
young demagogue quickly gained a great reputation. He 
displayed particular care in arranging his stage-effects. One 
day, for instance, when the inhabitants of Blerancourt 
had assembled on the village s(juare to burn a counter- 
revolutionary doc»ument, Saint-Jast, recollecting his De Virhy 
rolle<l up his sleeve and placed his naked ann over the 
burning paper.* Serious people shrugged their shoulders ; 

* M. K. Fleury, Saint-Just's historian, has contested this incident, j'et 
there can be no doubt of its occurrence. Mention is made of it in the 
Blf'rancourt municipal register, in the following words : 

'* The entire meeting, justly indignant at the abominable principles which 
the enemies of the Revolution seek to circulate among the people, decided 
that the declaration should be torn up and burnt on the spot. This was 
done there and then, M. de Saint- Just placing his hand over the flame9 
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others were astounded ; and when it was explained that this 
strange action was in imitation of a famous Roman named 
Mucius Scasvola, their enthusiasm knew no bounds. Such 
ancient deeds were fashionable. 

Saint-Just had now become a lieutenant-colonel in the 
BleilBuicourt national guard and an elector of the department 
Rashing hither and thither, haranguing the people, he already 
pictured himself as the deputy in the coming legislature. 

The elections having been fixed to take place betw e en 
August 25th and September 5th, 1791, voters of the canton 
met on August SSrd to select candidates. On his name being 
called out, Saint-Just was about to reply, when a voice shouted : 
^^ Saint-Just hasn'^t the requisite age!^ Dumfounded, the 
candidate turned his eyes towards the objector, and recognised 
Notary Gelle, the father of Mme. Tliorin. Saint-Justus 
partisans, strong in number, received the lawyer's motion with 
hoots. But he held his ground and, winning over two 
lionoiirable electors, a M. Labbe and the surgeon Ma<wy, all 
thi-eo, in spite of hoots and threats, opposed tlie placing of 
Saint-Jast\s name on the register. The meeting, however, 
took no notic*e of them. Detennined to have his revenge, the 
notaiy appealed to the Chauny district and proved, docu- 
ments in hand, that as Saint-Jast was bom on August S5th, 
1767, he was barely twenty-four on August 23nl, 1791. The 
result was that the district severely blamed the Blerancourt 
electors, and forbade Saint-Just to ap])ear at preliminary 
meetin^rs or exercise the rights of an elector until he had 
reached the age i-eqiiired by law. 

Falhng from his pedestal, his rage was extreme, and an 
entire year of enfort^ni abstention and humiliating retirement 
only increased it His iK>sition at Blerancourt became 
intolerable ; he was without resources and without credit ; and 
the leading men of the neighbourhood regarded him — the 
fanatic whose supportei's were recruited from amongst the 
altruists and misehief-makers — with feelings of dread. 

However, the Legislative Assembly dissolved, and the 

and swearing that ho would die for his country and the national assembly, 
and perish by fire . . . rather than forget his oath.'* (See Bnlltiin dela 
SocUi6 hUtorique de Sotssoiis, 1S52.) 
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electors were again convoked to nominate deputies to the 
Convention. Voting took place on September 2nd, 1792, in 
the Saint-Gervais Church at Soissons. Eleven deputies were to 
be elected. The preliminaries of the ballot lasted two days — 
two days of anguish for Saint-Just, who was then playing his 
final cMd. At last, on September 4th, he was declared to be 
elected with 349 votes. 

On appearing in the enclosure he was greeted with 
a burst of applause. He advanced dispassionate and 
thoughtful, overflowing with joy and satisfied pride, 
and from that moment assumed an air of imperturbable 
impassiveness. He expressed his gratitude in a tone of 
feigned modesty, and took the oath, whereupon the bells of 
the old church immediately pealed forth in honour of the 
author of Organt. 

He returned to Blerancourt intoxicated with success. It 
was in the evening, the village was in a tumult, and a sort of 
crowd had assembled in front of his house. On the people cheer- 
ing him, he appeared, briefly thanked them, and distributed a 
few hand-shakes. . . . This house still exists. The door and 
one of the windows of the old fa<,'ade have been walled up, 
and nettles have overgrown the for-ever-closed threshold from 
whose two steps — still distinguishable under their growth of 
weeds — he spoke that evening to his fellow-citizens, — that 
threshold which he had formerly crossed, on another 
September night, as he fled from home with his mother\s 
possessions! . . . 

Surely stones assimilate something of the lives of the people 
whom they shelter. Does a sort of fluid which has emanated 
from them still float, long after they are dead, around the 
walls within which they have lived ? Otherwise, whence the 
powerful attraction of these things? How is that there, 
more than anywhere else, we can establish a mysterious 
communication with the past ? At night-fall and in the 
silence of the deserted street, this house where Saint-Just was 
brought up, where he suffered, was consumed with anger, and 
experienced the joys of triumph, attracts and disquiets one. 
The closed bays give an air of blindness to its decrepit facade, 
but an opening in the gable enables you to enter what was 
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the dining-room — ^now turned into a cart-shed. Bdiind aome 
carts can still be seen, against the wall and on a level with 
the former flooring, the woodoi mantdpieoe, painted Uack, 
as well as the framework of the pier-glass. Otherwise the 
house is unchanged. Even the hornbeam hedge at the 
bottom of the garden, along the border of the streamlet, is 
still thick and green. People call it ^ Monsieur Saint-Just^a 
AUey.^ 

Among the inhabitants of Bl&rancourt who made their 
exodus to Paris in the hope of profiting by the gloiy of their 
compatriot was the daughter of Me. Gelle — ^Mme. Thorin. 
She still loved Saint-Just, who had become still greater in her 
eyes owing to the prestige of his political podticm. Trusting 
in the vows which they had formerly exdianged — in the days 
when her dowry was disposable — she believed that he still 
loved her, so, seized by the spirit of infatuation which turned 
all heads, she Hed fi'oin her husband'^s house to Paris. 

Saint-tJust refused to receive her. She persisted, hoping to 
move her foniier lover, and put up at the Hotel des Tuileries, 
in the Rue Saint-Honore, near the Convention. But her 
ilhisions were sckmi dispelled. On seeing tliat she had sacrificed 
her future, tarnished her honoiu*, and spoilt her life for this 
man who brutally repulsed her, she wearily tunied her steps 
towards Blerancourt. She returned there at the end of 
September, 1793, afler an absence of two months. Doubtless, 
when she once more beheld, from afar, the comfortable house 
whence she had fled and which she did not now dare to enter, 
she felt a despairing regret at the familiar life which had 
appeared to her so dull and colourless. . . . With what 
happiness she would have resumed it, now that disdain had 
killed her love, and what envious looks she mast have cast on 
her lost paradise ! But M. Thorin would not pardon, and 
demanded a divorce. Recognising that she had committed a 
fault and must expiate it, she courageously bore her punish- 
ment. She settled down in Blerancourt, and lived there in 
close retirement — proud, speaking to no one, and poor — until 
her death on January 16th, 1806. 

The recollection of all these things has remained alive in 
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the little village of Blerancourt, where, doubtless, similar 
events have never since occurred. The adventures of the 
handsome Proconsul and the daughter of Notary Gelle form 
the chronicle of the place, a chronicle which, though it is 
repeated over and over again, is ever new to the narrators and 
always indulgent towards the characters. 

Saint-Just's sisters lived for a long time at Blerancourt,^ 
and the memory of the member of the Convention has 
benefited by the dignity of their lives. But do the people 
there know his real character? They seem intentioncdly to 
close their eyes to his " errors '''' ; he is the hero of the place ; 
and it appeared to me that they love him and are proud of 
him. Tlie severest critics consider that "Paris and bad 
acciuaintances *" ruined this too hot-headed and over-credulous 
youth. Robespierre, I was told, was the cause of everything. 

I spent a few precious hours at the house of the great- 
niece of the member of the Convention, a lady who is 
honoured and loved by everyone. On one of the walls are 
some souvenirs of him : on a shelf a prize volume which he 
won at Soissons; a head of Antinous drawn by himself; and 
his portrait in pastel, representing him with a high cravat, 
|)owdered hair, and a sad, dreamy look in his eyes. 

" Poor uncle Antoinc ! *" exclaimed Mme. X , as she 

showed me these family relics. By " pauvre oncle Antoine ^ 
she meant Saint-Just . . . ; and these words, falling from the 
lips of this gentle and venerable woman, appeared to me to 
be an absolution. 

' Miue. do Saint-Just survived her sou. In the municipal register, 
oppcmite the date 24 Brumaire, Year III. , reference is made to the delivery by 
the Committee '*of three keys coming from Citoyenne veuve Saint-Justs 
after seals were affixed at her house." As to her daughter, the elder was 
married twice : first to Adrien Bayard, Justice of the Peace at Chaulnes, 
and then to Emmanuel Fran9ois Andre Decaisne ; the younger married Jeau 
Michel Nicaise de Lassi^res. 



205 



M. LE COMTE DE FOLMON 

During the closing years of the ndgn of Louis XV. there 
lived in Paris a strange personage who, invariably dressed in 
a black velvet coat and hat pulled down over his fordiead, 
was fond of following certain promenaders in the Tuikries 
and on the boulevard, and mumbling in their ears piedictioDS 
of their future. It was in this way that he predicted to the 
future Mme. du Barry her elevation and tragic death. He 
also appeared to the Comtcsse d'Adhemar and related to her 
the fidl details of the catastrophes which were about to 
overcome the French Court It may even be pointed out 
on this occasion, that if so many noblemen aUowed them- 
selves to be guillotined during the Revolution, it was certainly 
not through surprise or for want of warning ; for the Terror 
was no sooner over than a multitude of writers, headed by 
La Harpe, hastened to declare in print that they had long 
predicted it, and that everything had happened as they had 
foretold and described in detail. 

The man in black velvet figures very often in the apocry- 
phal memoii*s which abounded at the time of the Restoration 
— indeed, he appears nowhere else — which leads one to think 
that he existed only in the imagination of a Comte de 
Courchamps or of a Marquis de la Mottc-Langou. In any 
case, it is very regrettable that he was not in the courtyard of 
the coach-office on a certain day in September 1792 when an 
honest professor of law named Rouzet, who had been elected 
by his compatriots as a member of the Convention, got down 
from the Toulouse stage-coach. 

Rouzet arrived in Paris full of illusions in regard to the 
men and things of the Revolution, which he knew as yet only 
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in its agreeable and sincere aspect. As he belonged to an 
old and much esteemed family of Quercy, his fellow-citizens 
had appointed him procurator-sjmdic of the Commmie of 
Toulouse, a post which he had filled to their general satis- 
faction. He was a perfect model of an upper-class citizen of 
the old regime : liberal-minded, somewhat censorious, voluble, 
a great reader, marvellously crammed with Latin, and 
possessed by only one passion — a p&ssion for a parliamentary 
regime and the English Constitution. 

Tliat is why it would have been extremely lucky for him if, 
on first setting foot in Paris, he had met an honest fortune- 
teller to prognosticate what was in store for him. " Listen, 
Houzet ! *" he might have been heard to say. ** You are about 
to realise your dream of sitting in the French Parliament — 
the reward of fifty years^ study and virtue ; and you will not 
have been there more than two months before you are con- 
vinced that the famous galley in which the son of Gerontius 
so unluckily ventured was, in comparison, a bed of roses. As 
you are a wise man and your profession of faith, for others as 
well as for yourself, is summed up in the words liberty in 
order and order in liberty^ you will be scoffed at, vilified, 
stigmatised, driven foi-th, imprisoned, and cursed, and the 
guillotine will put you in its larder witli seventy-two other 
tn)ublesome |)ei-sons of your stamp. Having come from your 
province to establish an aastere Republic on the lines of tiiose 
of Greece and Rome, you will return hidden under the 
petticoats of a princess to whom you will devote your life. 
And after your death, alone of all the children of men who 
have not been boni on the stejw of the throne, you will repose 
in the royal vault, restored to receive your remains.^ 

We can imagine the air of profound disdain with which 
M. Rouzet, who possessed a methodical and well-balanced mind, 
would have received such an extravagant discourse. This 
serious jurisconsult did not appear destined to experience 
romantic adventures ; but tlie Revolution was so fruitful in 
them, that there was enough for everybody, and as we shall 
see, Rouzet had his share. 

Whoever did not belong to the ^^ dominant party ^ had a 
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bad time at the Conventicni. He had to keep sOenee and 
vote, or submit to the invectives and hoots of tlie puriBts of 
the Mountain. A brazen-fiuxd diatterbox, if only he had 
strong lungs, could give himself the pleasure of astonishiiig 
learned men by his assurance, and ignorant ernes by his 
knowledge ; but laborious moderates were unable to obbun a 
hearing in the tribune. Reduced to idleness and olenoe, 
their only diversion, as commcm as it was lugulnious, was to 
cross the Tuileries gardens and, at the execution hour, reach 
the place where the g)iillotine was erected, in order ^to 
familiarise themselves with death.^ Dulaure, Rouaet^s od- 
league and political friend, tells how he used to go to the 
foot of the scaffold to take lessons in deportment in the 
prej^ence of death, and ^ to saturate himself with the sensa- 
tions which those who were about to be beheaded most 
experience ! ^ It was, however, lost labour ; for he himsdf 
confesses that he failed in his object. 

Rouzet, who had not voted in January for the death 
of the King, signed, in June, the protest against the arrest 
of the Girondins, an act of inipenitent independence whidi 
caused him to be outlawed. 

At the close of the cruel sitting of October 3rd, at which 
Amar read to the Convention the long list of deputies who 
were to be handed over to the revolutionary tribunal because 
of their Girondist sympathies, Rouzet, whose name was 
given a gotKl place in that funereal document, left the 
assembly and quietly went home. He lived at the Hotel 
de Virginie, in the Rue Saint-Honore, which was kept by 
one of his compatriots named Foughassc. Without undue 
haste, he packed his tiiink, ordered his servant to place it 
on his shoulder, and handing the key of his room to Mine. 
Nolin, the doorkeeper of the house, informed her that he 
was going to be absent from home. Two days later, when a 
police officer came to arrest him, he had to be content ynih 
affixing seals on empty drawers and cupboards.^ 

Rouzet succeeded in escaping arrest for nearly six months : 
but on May 18th, 1794, Heron, the savage factotum of 
the Committee of General Safety, who was everlastingly 
^ National Archives, F', Dossier Rouzet. 
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thinking of denouncing suspected persons, met him by chancre 
in a street in the Marais quarter and seized him by the collar. 
An hour later the Deputy was shut up in the Cannes prison 
in the Rue de Vaugirard. Unhappy times had begun. 

The prison — or, as it was called, the Cannes barracks — 
was full to overflowing. Rouzet was first of all placed in a 
small room " crammed with twenty- two beds.*" After a few 
days he was given a small bedroom in the attic, where, at 
least, he was alone, and, seated on his pallet, could write. 
He there addressed to the Convention a series of letters, the 
easy temper of which showed complete ignorance of the 
political situation. The Terror was at its height, and the 
Committee of Public Safety, which received these epistles, 
held the knife over the heads of the " seventy-three,^ whose 
only ho|)e of salvation lay in their being forgotten. But 
Rouzet never ceased informing his " dear colleagues ^ of his 
little infirmities. One day he confided to them that he was 
suftering gi-eatly from inflammation of the eyes. A few days 
later he described his rheumatism and complained of the 
sharp draughts from his window. He stated "that he had 
served in the 1756 war both on sea and land "^ — he was then 
fourteen yeai-s of age — "and that Republican fnigality had 
Ixvn his lot since childhood "^ ; but really the Cannes ban-acks 
were mast uncomfortable, and he expressed a wish " to go to 
Dax or Bagneres for tlie baths."" However, he did not wish 
them to be unduly anxious over his condition. "Fortu- 
nately, I have never abused my constitution, cmd having 
always conducted myself in such a manner as never to require, 
all my life, even a cup of herb- tea, I may hope that a 
regimen and the prosperity of my country will somewhat 
restore my strength."" ^ 

His "dear colleagues'" were Robespierre, Billaud, Saint- 
JiLst, CoUot, and Couthon, and one can hardly imagine what 
they could think of this calm man who, at a time when the 
heads of so many prisoners were falling, tranquilly put forth 
the idea of going " to Dax or Bagneres for the baths,'^ which- 
ever they might choose. 

* From the prison of the Rue de Vaugirard. (National Archives, F^, 
Dossier Rouzet.) 

VOL. I 209 P 



ROMANCES OP THE FRENCH REVOLUTION 

On the advent of the 9th of Themidor, Boiuet, in lien of a 
more distant oountiy leddence, obtained penniasion to be tniK^ 
ferred to Dr. Belhomme^s house at Charonne ^ — the Eden of 
which, as of a place of refuge, the ten ihooaand p risoners 
huddled in the Paris prisons dreamed. 

The owner of this establishment occupied himself neither 
with medicine nor with politics. Connected with some of the 
powerful men of the day, he had used his influence in obtain- 
ing tacit protection for his house ; the priscmers confided to 
him, under the pretext of re-establishing their healths, were 
assured — as long as they paid — against .fiJling into the 
clutches of Fouquier-Tinville. His boarders were hardly 
watched over, and nothing would have been easier than 
escape ; but, as you may well imagine, not one of them ever 
dreamed of attempting it. 

Among the inmates were Talleyrand-Perigords, Gramonts, 
R(K*hechouarts, and Nicolais. This noble company was 
amused by the prettiest actresses of the Theatre-FranYais 
Miles. 'Lange and Mezeray,^ who, even in captiNity, had their 
opulent admirers. Every evening numerous carriages stood 
outside the door of the Belhonime prison. Inside there wa** 
acting, masic, and laughter. At the end of each month, 
however, accounts were settled and the rate of payment for 
the next month decided upon, and the prisoners then came 
into Belhomme's office to bargain over their cost of linng. 
It was curious to hear the gaoler transacting business with 
great ladies. 

*' Really, Monsieur dc Belhomme,**^ said the Duchesse du 
Chatelet to him on one occasion, ^'you are imreasonable, and, 
to my dee{i regret, it is impossible for me to satisiy you.* 

" Come, my beauty,"*^ replied Belhomme, ** be a good girl ! 
ni knock off a quarter.'''' 

But even at that price the Duchesse du Chatelet w*? 
imable to pay for her board. She and her friend the 
Duchesse de Gramont had to leave the establishment, and, a 
few days afterwaixls, died on the scaffold. This tragedy 

* Archives of the Prefecture of Police. 

''^ Gaol-book of the Maison Belhomme. (Archives of the Prefoctore of 
Police. ) 
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caused great consternation at BeIhomme''s. He himself was 
affected by it, though at the same time he remarked, so that 
it might serve as an example, " that these ladies were victims 
of misplaced economy.*"^ 

For a long time and most carefully I searched in the 
Archives and on old plans of Paris for a precise indication of 
the site which this strange prison occupied in the Charonne 
district But neither police documents nor the most detailed 
topographies furnished me with any information on this 
special point, and I had abandoned the inquiry — much to 
my vexation, for nothing is so interesting as knowing how 
things were — when one day, chancing to walk down the Rue 
de Charonne, my eyes lighted upon a high Louis XVI. gate- 
way ornamented with a marble tablet, on which were very 
legibly engraved the words ^^ Maison de santi du Dr. Bel- 
homme.^ Somewhat abashed, I thought of the hours 
which I hatl stupidily wasted in searching for a piece of 
information which, for a hundred and twenty years, has 
so astensibly solicited the attention of passers by. But does 
not chance play a great part in all discoveries? This 
particular discovery was all the more precious, as the building 
has remained unchanged since the happy days which were 
spent in it at the time of the Terror. There is the same 
courtyard, and the original small adjacent houses, built in 
the discreet and pleasant manner of the dependences of 
Trianon. Close by is the old Hotel Chabanais, which Bel- 
hommc turned into an annex when " his business ^ extended, 
and the garden, as spacious and quiet as a park, still 
surrounds the two buildings. Alone among the forty prisons 
of the Revolution has this one remained standing, as though 
the fact of it having been the sole refuge for pleasures 
and tender adventures, at a time when tears and blood flowed 
in profusion, had gained for it the absolution of posterity. 

Belhomme's gaol-book itself escaped during the destruction 

of the archives of the Prefecture of Police. It contains the 

name of " Citoyen Rouzet, deputy, who entered on the 4th of 

Vendemiaire, coming from the Cannes barracks ^ ; and on the 

> Portraits de/amilU, by A de Saint- Aulaire. 
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preceding page can be read that of " Citoyenne Marie Louise 
Adelaide Penthievre, who entered on the SStfa of Fructidor.'" 
Citoyenne Penthievre was none other than the Ducbease 
d'^OrleanSy widow of niilippe-J^Igaliid and mother of three 
young princes the eldest of whom was to become Bing Louis 
Philippe. Although she was over fiirty at that time, she was 
still the most charming and agreeable of women. One fact 
will suffice to show her almost angelic purity. She daily 
recited the Holy Office, ** in case,'' she naively declaimed, "my 
poor husband, who, as a Knight of the (hder, is under an 
obligation to say it, should sometimes forget.'" God alone 
knows if he often ^* forgot" it! The princess, who, poor 
woman ! had had such little joy in life, was very happy in 
prison. Besides, in the conduct of life she showed that sort 
of resigned cheerfulness of which good-hearted people have 
the sole secret. 

After the Hades of the Rue de Vaugimn.1, it was like 
entering Paradise to Rouzet to cross the threshold of 
Belhoinnie's establishment. Tlie house was s{X)tlessly clean ; 
the garden was already wrapped in autumnal melancholy; 
and the tabic was spread " with profusion and delicacy." 
llie inmates met at twilight in an elegantly furnished 
drawing-room, provided with gaming-tables, a clavecin, and a 
small library from which newspapers and political works 
were carefully excluded.^ In this reposefiil atmosphere good 
M. Rouzet surprised himself taking an amazing interest in life, 
to which, however, he had always had a leaning. After 
Thermidor there was such a general feeling of happiness at 
haring escaped the terrible stonn that the most serious men 
allowed themselves to do all sorts of foolish things. An 
epidemic of romance set in, and Rouzet did not escape con- 
tagion. Either because his ardour for equality had somewhat 
calmed down, or because the proceedings of the saris-aihHe$ 
had, by comparison, given him a taste for the aristocracy, he 
was unable to live side by side with the sweet and sad 
Duchesse d'^Orleans without feeling deep sympathy for her. 

> For further particulars of the Belhomnie prison eee the paper entitled 
** Bolhomme."— Translator. 
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From an early date he respectfully and tenderly worshipped 
her — worship into which there entered as much pity for 
the noble woman'^s misfortunes as admiration for the 
charming philosophy with which she bore them. Everyone 
had such need of affection at that time that she did not 
take offence at his discreet homage, which caused the back- 
biters at Belhomme's to say that " the member of the Con- 
vention was in love with the princess."" 

Need I affirm that no document authorises us to place 
their love, which was perhaps most pure and disinterested, 
on a level with a common-place liaison? Everyone, from 
what follows, can form an opinion on this delicate point. 
The beauty of their story lies wholly in the fact that Rouzet 
and the Duchesse d'Orleans loved each other tenderly, and, 
what is more, all their lives. Their affection was all the more 
touching as the serious legislator and the august princess 
made every effort to keep a serious face and save appearances, 
whilst a " mischievous god,^ Love, seemed to laugh at their 
decorum and suggest escapades before which lovers of sixteen 
would have recoiled. 

The decree of the 17th of Frimaire having re-opened the doors 
of the Convention to the " seven ty-three,"^ Rouzet had to resume 
his seat in that detestable parliament of which he had retained 
such a sorrowful recollection. Never before did a man shed 
so many tears on leaving a prison. His only consolation on 
leaving his friend was the hope of being able to serve her 
more usefully near his colleagues than he could have done by 
remaining with her ; and, in fact, he strove so hard, and his 
heart inspired such warm arguments, that he succeeded in 
obtaining the removal of the setjuestration and tlie restitution 
of the furniture of the condemned to their heirs. The 
Duchesse d'Orleans, still imprisoned, had a little more ease, 
but did not long enjoy it. Although Rouzet, who had been 
re-elected a deputy to the Council of the Five Hundred, pro- 
posed to his colleagues that all prisoners should be liberated, 
Philippe-EgalitiTs widow remained at Belhommo'^s, and was 
only to leave it when she went into exile. 

After the 18th of Fructidor, the Directory, feeling that it was 
not sufficiently strong to tolerate the presence of this inoffensive 
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woman on French territory, decreed the banidunent both of 
the ^ widow Orleans'*^ aiid her sister-in-law, **(Stayauie 
Bourbon.'" An agent of the Directory named Jannet 
undertook to take the Government's onkr to Charanne. 
Rouzet was there to break the shock. Everything had to be 
done very quickly, and at two o'clock in the morning of 
the 26th of Fructidor the proscript got into her carrii^ and 
left Paris surrounded by an escort of gmdarmeiL Bonaet 
was unable to follow her. Their adieus were heirt- 
rending. 

It was an heroic journey. The cowaoi was composed of 
several carriages into .whidi had been hastily crammed so 
many packets and sudi a quantity of provisions that there 
remained hardly any room for the passengers. In addition 
to her maids, £be Dudiess took with her M me. de la Toor 
du Pin, Mme. de Chastellux, M. Gueydan, her doctor, and 
a few faithful servants. They travelled by short stages 
in old berlins formerly belonging to the Court — vehicles 
which had long been used by the members of the Convention 
when on missions, or by envoys of the Committee of Greneral 
Safety. The cushions were hard and the doors fitted badly. 
At every posting-house a trace had to be readjusted or a 
wheel coasolidated by tlie use of much string. Then, amidst 
the cloud of dust i*aised by the escort, tliey set off again a* 
well &s they could. And this Odyssey l&sted eighteen 



day 

At last the travellers passed through Perpignan. They were 
to leave France by way of the Col de Pertus ; but, before 
crossing the frontier, had to submit to a formality. Asked to 
descend, the officials made sure of their identity, and, whilst 
this was being done, customs-house officers examined the 
berlins. Suddenly, cries were heard and there was a strug^e. 
Underneath a heap of band-boxes and cloaks in the 
Duchess's carriage a man had been discovered — ^perhaps 
a thief — and was dragged forth very much out of coun- 
tenance. 

On being questioned, he stammered out his name and title 
— ^^ Jacques Marie Kouzct, member of the Council of the 
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Five Hundred,*" Unable to remain in Paris for more than a week 
without his friend, he had jumped into a cabriolet and, at full 
speed, overtaken her near Cahors. He confessed that he had 
neither an authorisation to leave France nor a passport, and was 
not on r^ular leave of absence. So the authorities dragged 
him off to the Fort of Bellegarde, an ancient feudal structure 
perched on the rocks five hundred feet above the road. Hours 
slipped by and the Duchess showed great distress. She refused 
to continue her journey. Finally, she decided to walk up 
the mountain. On reaching the fortress, the military author- 
ities informed her that they had determined to retain the 
fugitive, whereupon the unfortunate woman so supplicated 
and wept that she finally fainted. Profiting by this, she was 
carried to her carriage and an order given to the coriige to 
cross the frontier.^ 

The letter which poor Rouzet, in his despair, wrote to his 
colleagues from Bellegarde is truly touching. He informed 
them " that, if the act of loyalty and generosity which had 
impelled him not to abandon the illustrious victim, whose 
defence was so dear to him, was not compatible with his 
quality of deputy, they could consider his letter as a 
resignation.*" The Five Hundred, the majority of whom had 
need of so much indulgence, understood every failing, so they 
passed to the order of the day in secret committee, and Rouzet 
was free to join the illustrious proscript. 

After a few weeks^ stay at Figueras, where she awaited her 
friend, the Duchesse d'^Orleans took up her residence at 
Sarria, near Barcelona. Her only resource was a small 
pension which she received from the French Government ; 
but she had reason to hope that the King of Spain, as 
much out of family considerations as by reason of anti- 
revolutionary solidarity, would not leave her in want. 

This Sarria villa, which was situated a quarter of a mile 

from the town, was an old house, over-run with rats and 

vermin, with cracked walls, crumbling joists, and disjointed 

windows. The distribution of the rooms was as incon- 

> La M^ du Due (TBnghien, by Comte Ducos. 
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venieiit as they were smalL Hie Duchesses apartment, 
situated on the first floor, consisted of a bedroom, no lai^er 
than a dressing-room, and a drawing-room furnished with a 
few cane chairs and a table which the coachman had made 
from the sides of a box. King Charles IV had indeed sent 
his cousin a few pieces of furniture, such as an old csane arm- 
chair and a small bed without curtains: but his libeiaUty 
had been so limited that, with the exception of thu 
dilapidated bedstead, the Duchesses bedroom was practicallj 
unfurnished. Her candlestick was the bottom of a fardken 
glass! 

As a true princess, ignorant of practical life, the noUe 
woman was imposed upon in her destitution. She hid 
complicated her life by taking with her a regular suite of 
parasites and useless servants, twenty-one persons living at 
her expense in the little house at Sarria. Tlie women lived 
in the garret on the second floor ; the men, with the exoeptimi 
of three, who, feeling too cramped, had set up households in 
the village at their mistress''s expense, had taken up their 
quarters in a loft. 

But what had become of Rouzet, and where was he 
lodged ? The Abbe Lambert, former chaplain to the Due de 
Penthievre, who, in his Memoirs^ gives details of the rudi- 
mentary installation of the Duchesses residence, is silent on this 
interesting point. It is certain, however, that the former 
member of the Convention had not left the Duchesse d'Orleans. 
He had become her chancellor. Nothing was done in the 
villa without his authority, and, as in former da>'s of 
splendour, visitors were met on the threshold of the 
prosoript's wTetched room by this personage, dressed in an 
embroidered satin coat and wearing on his breast the Cross of 
the Order of Malta and the brocul ribbon of Saint Charles of 
Naples. Rouzet had become "Monsieur le Comte de 
Folmon,'' — name, orders, and titles all being due to the 
munificence of the King of Spain, who, at his cousin's 
request, had showed all the more haste in ennobling and 
decorating this excellent man as it cost hardly anything — a 
fact which leads one to believe that his catholic majesty 
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" was less niggardly over the granting of a piece of parchment 
than over the purchase of a pair of curtains."*" ^ 

However, Rouzet and the Duchesse d^Orleans considered 
themselves the happiest of mortals. Henceforth they are 
without a history. They were never to be separated ; they 
fled together when the French anny invaded Spain ; they 
went to Mahon together; and together they returned to 
France. On landing at Marseilles in 1814, the Duchess took 
up her residence at the Chateau of Ivry, and it was there, in 
1820, that Comte de Folmon died. The good princess 
wished the body of her old friend to repose near the tomb 
which she had prepared for herself. 

Her first thought, on returning to France, had been to 
unite the ashes of her father and the princes of her 
family, whose tombs had been violated during the 
Revolution, under one sepulchre. Pious persons had 
collecte<l and hidden these bones, which had been taken 
in Year II. from the vaults of the old collegiate at Dreux. 
ITie church itself was destroyed and the ground sold. In 
1817 the Duchess onlered a new chapel to be built, and thus 
arose that curious royal basilica in which the Gothic, Lombard, 
and Greco-Roman styles contribute so strangely to an 
ensembk which is lacking neither in grandeur nor in 
picturesquencss. ITie crypt was completed in 1820, and in it 
the Duchess had had constructed, side by side, two white 
marble tombstones, exactly alike. In one of these was placed 
Rouzet\s body ; the other was to receive the princess'^s 
remains. 

They were not long separated. After her friend\s death, 
the Duchesse d^Orleaas — sad, weary, and discouraged — lived 
in close retirement at Ivry, surrounded only by her doctor, her 
confessor, and a little dwarf for whom she had taken an 
affection, and concerning herself merely with the verification 
and completion of her will. It may indeed be said that, from 
the day Rouzet left her, this excellent woman oc^cupied 
herself wholly with d)ring. She died a few months later, and 
* La Mhrt du Due cPEnghien^ by Comte Ducob. 
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her body, iii great pomp, was taken to Drtux and placixl in 
the tomb she had prepared quite near that iti which her friend 
lay at ret^t. 

This, however, did not please everybody^ ami many people 
pretendeti to be shocked at thia jx>&ithumous display of «> 
faithful an alFeetion. Ortain courtiei^i dotihtless con§tdentl 
that, in a country in which the strongest moniuxhies do not 
last twenty years, Kou^et de Folmon'K tenacious fidelity aiMi « 
disinter^ted devotion wa:* an example not to be ituitated; ■ 
and an underhand war was declared on this dead man, whom 
tliey would much like to Imve exijelled from the royal 
sepulchre. Louis Philipjie, Uke a true constitutional king, 
hit upon the golden mean. Around the little chai>el built 
by his mother he raised a huge church, in which all the tombs 
brought up from the crjrpt were placed— all, save one, that of 
the Oamte de Folmon, which remained in penitence under the 
building. Even Ihe marble tonibstone covering his remains 
was removed, a simple tablet bearing the following Unes 
being placed on the wall : 



Jacques Marie Rozay^ Comie de Folmon^ dicSdi a Paris^ 
le 21 Mars 1820. 



The public who are admitted to visit the church never 
descend into the crypt, which contains but this one body and 
this one name. Has this been wrongly spelt on purpose? 
Has someone sought by this means to create conftusion and 
consign to oblivion the memory of a situation which was 
somewhat incorrect ? It is said that Louis Philippe himself 
presided over these arrangements. When the removal of his 
ancestors^ remains to the upper chapel was in question, those 
undertaking the work found themselves in the presence of a 
heap of bones which had come firom tombs violated in 179S. 
These had to be collected together and classified — a pious 
piece of work in which the king would not accept the assist- 
ance of any of his servants. 

^^ These poor dead people,^ he said, ^have already been 
sufficiently tormented. Leave me alone with them ! ^ 

218 



M. LE COMTE DE FOLMON 

Shut up for a good part of the night, he laid out the 
bones on cloths, measuring, examining, and sorting them by 
the light of a lamp. . . . 

If I were a painter, I verily believe that that, among all the 
scenes of our revolutions, is the one which would inspire me — 
the picture of that old man, who had become a king after such 
majestic catastrophes, handling the dast of his ancestors. .... 
It is equal to Bossuet's Erudimini. 
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Those inhabitants of the Rue des Cordelien who^ on 
Tuesday, May 20th, 1788, came to their house doors to 
watch the passing wedding of shoemaker Antoine Simon and 
Marie Jeanne Aladame, the charwoman of the comer of the 
Hue de Touraine, followed by their witnesses, Houette, a 
currier of the Cour du Commerce, M. Leroi, a citizen of the 
Hue des Qiiatre- Vents, Advot^ate Sejean, and Delaniare, an 
ex-grocer, — those who saw this procession proceeding to 
Saint-Come, an old, dark, and crookedly built church at 
the end of the street, never for a moment suspected that 
they were assisting at one of those events which history 
would some day be bound to record. The whole quarter, 
besides, had long known the newly married couple, and took 
an interest in their union. From Saint-Come they proceeded, 
according to immemorial custom, to the Chapel of the 
Brotherhood of Saint Crispin, the patron saint of shoe- 
makers, who had his altar at Notre-Dame, then most neatly 
white- washed, with a gigantic Saint Christopher at the first 
pillar to the right and ancient captured flags hanging in line 
from the high, vaulted roof. On leaving the church, M. anil 
Mme. Simon undoubtedly finished the day at Saint-Bonnet, 
near la llapee, a hamlet of public-houses which was famous 
for its matelotes^ and whither plebeian wedding parties 
invariably resorted at the conclusion of the religious 
ceremony. 

Simon was a jaded man of fifty-two yeai-s of age, slightly 
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deaf.^ and had never received any other lessons than those 
which are learnt in an up-and-down life full of mishaps, 
abortive enterprises, and mistakes.^ He had not the 
reputation for being a bad man. Son of a Troyes butcher,* 
he had come to Paris in his youth, and was one of those 

* At the inquiry hold at the Temple on the 13th of Frimaire, Year II., 
on the subject of Huspicious noiseH heard in the Queen*8 apartment, Simon 
8tate<l ** that he was rather hard of hearing." 

- l^eaucheHne describes Simon as "above the average height, robust and 
squareshouldered, with a tanned complexion, hard face, and long, lank 
black hair." 

He may have obtained these details from surviving eye-witnesses, but he 
does not say so, and it is also possible that the portrait is an imaginary 
one. 

Among Gabriers sketches at the Carnavalet Museum is a portrait of 
Simon which seems to be fairly faithful. I here reproduce it, together with 
a fragment of an unimblished picture by Boilly, which is much more 
interesting, and the resemblance and authenticity of which cannot be 
doubted. 

It is, in fact, very probable that Boilly, who was interested iu scenee 
from revolutionary life — he had painted the triumph of Marat — had the 
curiosity to visit the Temple and make a sketch ot Simon and his wife. 
Later, when the touching legend concerning the Dauphin came into 
existence, the painter returned to his sketch, and, without changing the 
attitude of the Simons, composed a picture including a third figure, that 
of the royal child. The son of Louis XVI. is represented in a scarlet 
carmagnole, dull, fatigued, and sickly-looking— the traditional " Petit 
Capet. ' It looks as th'i^u^h he had been placed there conventionally, and 
it is not astonishing that Boilly, at the time of his visit to the Temple in 
1793, was unable to obtain permission to make a sketch of the child from 
life. But the two principal figures are of paramount interest. Boilly, who 
fell into conventionalism when painting tne Dauphin, has not committed 
the same error in depicting the Simons. Why ? Because he was evidently 
working on the basis of an authentic sketch. There can be no doubt that 
hiid he painted the entire group from imagination, he would also have 
given us the legendary Simons : the husband in a fur cap, with a shoe- 
maker's jacket and leather apron — a dirty-looking man besotted with 
drink ; the wife a bare-breasted shrew, repugnant in appearance. 

Everything leads one to believe, therefore, that the Simons sat for their 
portraits, and that Boilly, in afterwards painting his picture, restricted 
himself to dramatising, by the addition of the IHiuphin, portraits which 
had been carefully painted from life and which, alone, seemed to him to be 
lacking in interest. On studying the work in detail, we find in Simon's 
features all the characteristics to be seen in Gabriel's sketch : the lar^e 
eyes, the round, strong nose, and one can even recognise the grey (merdoie) 
coat mentioned in the bill of the botcher who attended to the shoemaker's 
wardrobe. Mme. Simon has evidently been flattered and made to look 
young ; but, apart from the fact that the descriptions which we possess of 
her *' pimply " face are unsupported by any official document, is not this 
gallantry on Boilly's part an aaditional proof of authenticity ? Moreover, 
in certam curves of the lips and in the hardness of expression in the eyes 
we can detect the **hara, masculine features" whicii are mentioned in 
narratives of the period. 

' Office of Me. Cousin, notary in Paris. 
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poor fellows who, having striven hard and £uled, make 
parade, with a species of epical raillery, of the poverty which 
they cannot conceal. After serving his apprenticeship with 
a shoemaker, he had obtained his papers as a master ; bat, 
being neither skilful nor obliging, remained a simple oobUer. 
In November 1766 he married a widow named Marie Barbe 
Hoyau, who brought him as a dowry, apart from a faig giil 
of fourteen, the stock in trade of her first husband, FWdfric 
Munster, a master shoemaker.^ As customers did not come, 
Simon decided to turn his hand to something else, and opened 
a cheap eating-house in the Rue de Seine. Adding a fern 
furnished rooms, he provided both ^ food and lodging.** The 
enterprise lasted several years, but finally failed throuf^ hb 
want of order. His account book was kept in sudi a way 
that, on an inventory being drawn up at his house on the oc- 
casion of a seizure, neither claims nor debts could be found, 
" owing to its confusion and the impossibility of recognising 
sums which could be recovered.'^ At the last extremity, 
Simon first of all borrowed a thousand francs from Me. 
Gtdlien, a bailifi* and auctioneer of the Rue de la Vieille- 
Draperie, then another thousand **from M. le President 
Boulangcr,*" and, finally, five hundred " from M. le Manjuis 
d'Hacqueville.^ His furniture distrained and sold, he was 
obliged to leave the lodging-house in the Rue de Seine 
and return to his last. 

After his bankruptcy, we find him in the Rue des 
Cordeliers, on the second floor of a house, owned by a 
dentist, Michon Dolafondee, near the School of Surgery, 
his apartment consisting of a single room looking on to 
the street, and two small dining-rooms without windows. 
Simon and his wife took up their quarters there ^-ith that 
strange medley of useless articles which compose the house- 
hold goods of those who do not possess any — four frying- 
pans, a perforated picture, a sack of rags, some iron rods, an 
old tapestry representing verdure, a parasol, six cane chairs 
without bottoms, and a coat made of cloth of gold. Before 

* Office of Me. Cousin, notary in Paris. 

'"' Id. Inventory drawu up after the death of Marie Barbe Hoyan, 
femme iSimon. 
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this disaster, Marie Barbels daughter had become the wife of 
a tailor, Maitre Tortevoix, and on his death, shortly after- 
wards, married another tailor, Maitre Vanhemerlye, of the 
Rue des Mauvais-Gar9ons. She did not get on well with 
Simon, to whom she probably refiised to lend money. 

The cobbler was in the depths of poverty in his wretched 
lodging. He had pawned two gold watches at the Mont-de- 
Piete, and his wife's clothes went in the same direction. She 
fell ill, was taken to the Hotel-Dieu, and died there on 
May 11th, 1786, after forty days' illness. On that day, either 
because he did not wish to see the woman who had been his 
companion thrown in the common grave, or, perhaps, because 
he felt a need of drowning his sorrow, Simon pawned, for 
twenty-one francs, the remainder of the deceased's wardrobe : 
a chintz petticoat, a Siamese calico skirt, and a white night- 
dress. 

Simon was then without resources and without the means 
of re-establishing his credit His working-stock, value 
38 francs, was sold to a workman-cobbler, named G. J. 
Potier, to whom he still owed 52 francs ; the clothes were at 
the Mont-de-Piete ; and, in addition to tJie 2,500 francs which 
he had borrowed, he owed 200 fi^ancs to Houette, the currier, for 
goods supplied, 330 francs to Pizel, a baker, and 72 francs to 
the grocer. He owed money to the butcher, the fruiterer, 
the milkman, and to all the tradesmen in the quarter ; he 
was three quarters behindhand with his rent ; and, to com- 
plete his disasters, the paternal house at Troyes, of which 
he was a quarter o>%Tier, was ra/xjd to the ground without it 
bringing him in a penny. According to an inventory, drawn 
up in 1786 at the request of Mine. Vanhemerlye, daughter of 
the deceased, Simon's debts amounted to more than 5,000 
francs, whilst his assets consisted of exactly 1 franc.^ 

It was under these conditions that, fifteen months after the 
death of his first wife, he thought of marrying again. 
His choice fell on Marie Jeanne Aladame, charwoman to 
a Mme. Fourcroy, recently deceased, in tlie same house in 
which Simon himself lived. Marie Jeanne was, therefore, 
without a situation. She was a native of Paris, the daughter 
^ Archives of Mu. Couain, notary in Paris. 
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of a carpenter, and had been left an orphan at an early age. 
In 1788 she was forty-three years old, a ** thick-set^ woman 
with an opulent figure and ''hard masculine^ feature& 
She was, moreover, a good woman and much esteemed by 
people of the quarter who had known her ^ ever so long.*' 
Her attractions consisted in the reputation for being an 
excellent housewife, and also in a small annuity which Mme. 
Sojean, a wine-shop keeper in the Rue de CordelierB, for 
whom she had long worked, had bequeathed her. But the 
marriage-contract mentions only a sum of 1,000 firancs, 
whether in cash or in clothes, as the property of the ** future 
wife,^ whilst Simon'^s sole possessions consisted of a wardrobe 
valued at two hundred francs.^ As soon as they had set up 
their household, the newly-married couple, without leaving 
the Rue des Cordeliers, went to live on the third floor of one 
of those houses, to-day still standing, bordering the Boule- 
vanl Saint-Gennain, and which formerly faced the Fontaine 
des (!ordcliers and the tall arched gateway leading to the 
Coin* du Coinnierce Saint-Andre. It was there that the 
Revohitioii surprised them. 

It is dilFiciilt to imagine what a (juartcr of Paris was like a 
^hundred and twenty years ago, when the majority of people 
lived and died in tlie liouses which their parents had occupied 
before them, and who left their native streets but once 
or twice a year to see the firework display on the king's 
fete day, or pay a visit, after the rigours of Lent, to the 
gingerbread fair. The narrow horizon of a carrefbur sufficed 
for these shopkeepers of former days, and each quarter, each 
street thas formed, in the immense city, a kind of small town 
in which everybody, as in a village, had known each other for 
many yeai*s back. The constitution first of districts and then 
of sections, and the organisation of the National Guard 
further strengthened this intimacy by giving the inhabitants 
the same electoral interests and the same political occupations. . 
They went together to the sections, met at the clubs, and 
were on duty at the same military posts. Cohesion was 
the sole strength of these Parisian committees, before which 
the Convention itself was to draw back. 

^ Office of Me. Cousin, notary in Pari*. 
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The Cordeliers section — the most thickly populated in the 
Saint-Germain quarter, a compact city of printers, advocates, 
men of letters, and actors, the land of the Cafe Procope and 
the Theatre Fran^ais — was admirable ground for the propaga- 
tion of revolutionary ideas. . . . Simon's windows^ were 
opposite those of an advocate who, from the beginning of 
1790, wius celebrated from Saint-Come to the Abbaye — 
M. Danton. Dr. Marat lived in the Rue des Fosses-Saint- 
Gennain, in a house called the Hotel de la Fautricre, quite 
near the old Comedie ; further away in the direction of the 
new theatre, Camille Desmoulins was lodged; Fabre d'*Eg- 
lantine was not far away ; Legendre, the butcher, had his 
stall almost at the corner of the square ; quite near, there 
lived two patriotic and elo(|uent printers, of whom one was 
later to become Marshal Brune and the other, Momoro, was 
the husband of the future goddess of Reason ; and, finally, 
Chaumette lived in the Rue du Paon, quite near the 
Fontaine des Cordeliers. . . . The agglomeration of so many 
hot-headed men communicated to the whole quarter a fever 
which devclopeil into delirium when, on August 10th, 
Danton was appointed as a minister under conditions which 
made him almost king of France. 

To think that this advocate, with such little pride, who 
had a friendly shake of the hand for everybody, who thee'd 
and thou'd his neighbours, and was adored by all street 
arabs was a minister ! This unexpected honour, falling on 
the section, gave its members an exalted idea of their ini- 
poilance, and everybody suddenly became somebody or 
something. Simon himself, who, without the slightest 
doubt, had many times soled these gentlemen'*s shoes, was 
pitchforked into the position of Commissary of the pro- 
visional Commune. When many others hesitated to risk 

* "Municipality of Paris. List of the 144 citizens elected by the 48 
sections to compose the general council, body and municipal bureau of the 
city of Paris : Simon Antoinc, shoemaker, No. 32, Rue ae Cordeliers." — 
Almaiiarh Nationals 1793. 

According to Vatin's UitaX (1788), No. 32, Rue des Cordeliers was the 
last bouse on the left before reaching the Odton sauare. This indication 
agrees with the recollections of an old Parisian publisned by UhittmMiaire 
H^H rhfrrheurn tt dea cttrieux, (See Table giiUralc under the name of 
8iniun. ) 
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themselves in the milee^ he, having nothing to lose and not a 
great deal to do, became one of the most aealous. He -was a 
member of aU committees, and was one of those who carried 
the resolution of the Greneral Council of the Commune to the 
Assembly.^ On September 2nd he was sent to Bicetie and 
La Salpetriere to attempt to stop the massacres, and returned 
at four o^dock in the morning, declaring that he *^ could gain 
no ascendency over the mind of the pec^le.*^ ' He was later 
deputed to draw up an inventory of the effects of the prisoners 
who had been brought from Orleans and massacred on their 
way through Versailles.' Mme. Simon also showed great 
activity. She took up her residence at the former Franciscan 
Convent, then transformed into a hospital for the natives 
of Marseilles who had been wounded on August 10th, and 
showed her qualities as a hard-working housewife, a true woman 
of Paris who, partly out of vanity at the idea of playing a 
slender rok in a tragedy, but a good deal because of her 
charitable disposition, did not mind what trouble she took 
when face to face with suffering. She even contributed her 
item to the history of the Marseilles affair in the following 
pictui-escjuely spelt document, in which, imposing silence on 

* " Appuintment by the General Council of the Commanc of eight 
commissaries (including A. Simon) for the purpose of attending the 
Assembly to ask for the withdrawal of the decree on the subject of the 
national high court and the removal to Paris of priBoners in detention at 
Orleans." 

August 23rtl, \1%\. National Archives, C 157, No 316. 

' Report of the visit of MM. Michonis and Simon, commissaries of the 
Commune : First, to Bicetre, where the people had assembled with the 
object of killing all the prisoners in the dungeons and those in La Force, and 
of freeing two nniidred individuals imprisoned in the church, — thieves for 
the most part, who were locked up again with great difficulty. Second, to 
La Salpetriere, where they found a tribunal, appointed by the people, 
before which the women were brought in one after the other and sentenced 
to death. The said commissaries declare that they could gain no 
ascendency over the mind of the people. September 3rd, 1792, at four 
o'clock in the morning." Natumai Arckicea, F^ 4408. 

* '* Report and inventory of the effects of the Orleans prisoners, to be 
found in the storehouses of the town house, drawn up by Citizens 
Hennissart. Masse, and Simon, commissaries appointed by the General 
Council of the Commune on November 30th, 1192, the said olfectc being 
represented by Michonis. 

December 1st, 1792, inventory of letters and papers of the Orleans prisoners 
drawn up by Citizens Hennissart, Simon, ana Mass^ commissaries deputed 
to make a report on and an inventory of their effects." 

December 10-16th, 1792. National Archives, ¥' 4427. 
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her modesty, she claims the amount of her expenses from the 
authorities : — 

^^ Batalion marseillais note dais federe marseillais ala faire 
ou dix aoust 179J^ Ian premier de la republique francaise que 
jai traite. 

"Savoire soixante blesce dangereusement ataque done le 
commandant du dit batalion ou netoit un sure lequel il yia 
trante honime qui me doive leure vie par les bon soein que 
jai leure ai aporte eles bons remedes que jai leure ai foumi 
sure lequel jai touche six sant livTe done ces six san livre me 
fure donne pour faire mais simple {mes simples). 

** Mais la sonime netoit pas dans le cast de suffire poiure 
les simples, il me falut vandre le plus beau elemelieure demais 
zefet. . . . 

'* Cest aumomant que jai me voi depourvu detout que jai 
me sant hoblige, sitoyen, etc.'*' ^ 

Chaumette supported the petition ; an inquiry was 
ordei-ed ; and, on wounded men declaring that " this worthy 
citizen, through her patriotism and surgical knowledge, had 
succeeded in curing a large number of brothers in arms," * the 

» U Amateur (V Autographe^t, Feb. 16th, 1862. 

** Marseilles Battalion. Account for the Marseilles Federates, wounded 
in the affair of Au^st 10th, 1792, in the First year of the French Republic, 
who have been under my treatment. 

•* To wit, sixty dangerously wounded men, including the Commander 
of the said battalion, thirty of whom owe their lives to me, thanks to the 
care which I have shown and the good remedies with which I have 
furnished them. For which purpose I received six hundred francs ; 
therefore these six hundred francs were given me to make simples. 

But the sum was insufficient for my simples so I had to sell the finest 
and the best of my clothes . . . 

** Deprived of everything, I am compelled, Citizens, etc." 

- ycUional Archives, T. 604—605. Papers seized at Chaumette*8 
house. 

Citizen Grand, who was wounded on August 10th, and taken to the Royal 
College Hospital, ¥rrote to Chaumette on November 26th, 17fi@, as 
follows : 

"Here is the first fact which has come under my observation, and to 
which I would swear in the presence of the whole world. Perhaps some 
member of this Assembly knows Citoyenne Simon — that woman who 
through her pati^iotism and surgical knowledge, has succeeded in curing 
a number of our brothers in arms, the brave men of Marseilles who were 
wounded in the afiair of August 10th. Well, this respectable citizen has 
done for humanity what we all ought to do. I was a witness of the 
r(M)ue8t which she made about a month ago to a certain M. Oafiteau 
— namely that he should bleed one of our companions in arms who was 
lying in bed a few yards from the College of Surgery. Although Citoyenne 
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Convention granted her a provisional aid of two hundred 

francs. 

These details, which have hitherto been uq^lected, doubt- 
less because they were r^arded as too insignificant, show, 
nevertheless, how Simon advanced towards the duties to 
which he owes his celebrity. Historians tell us that he was 
protected by Marat and Robespierre. But how and why? 
It is true that Marat, after August 10th, came to live in ttie 
Rue des Cordeliers ; he was one of the doctors who attended 
^^ the brave federates of the Marseilles battalion,^ and it is 
possible that his support was of some use to Simon. Bat I can 
find no trace of it. As to Robespierre, he was in no way 
in touch with Simon ; he was a monsieur^ little inclined to 
allow cobblers to have anything to do with his politics, and 
whom, moreover, the choice of a guardian finr the Dauphin in 
no way concerned. On the other hand, it appears to me very 
evident that Simon owed his iK>sition to Chaumette, his 
neighbour of the Rue du Paon, who in December, 1792, 
iK^caine Pi-ocurator of the Coniniuiie, and, in virtue of that 
position, had authority over the Temple prison. 

Besides, one need have but a slight acquaintance with 
Chauniette's pictures<]ue figure to undei*stand how much the 
idea of making a cobbler the instructor of the King of France 
must have teniptetl him. An anecdote is told which shows 
us exactly the kind of man he was. On a certain occasion, 
at the time of the trial of Louis XVI., the King, after a long 
examination, wtis al>ont to step into his carriage, when he saw 
a gi-cnjulier belonging to theesc*ort take a piece of bread from 
his jKK'ket and divide it with the Procurator of the Commune. 
Approaching that official, he &sked him for a morsel. 
" Willingly,'" replied CTiaumette. '* Here you are, break it 
in two. It is a Spartan lunch. If I had a root I would give 
you half of it . . r 

Such is the diagnostic. Chaumette believed that he was an 
ancient. He had renounc^ed his honest Christian name of 

Siinun offered him a proper fee, Citizen Gafiteau refused, as usual, to 
perform this urgent operation. Quit-c confused at this roception and 
uvcrwhuhncd with insults, Citoyenuc ISimon applied to another surgeoiL** 
November 2(>th, 1793. 
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Gaspard in order to assume that of Aiiaxagoras, "a 
famous Lacedemonian,*" he said, "who was hanged for his 
republicanism,*" though, if we are to believe biographical 
dictionaries, Anaxagoras got off cheaper and simply died in 
exile. Chaumette, who had been a little of everything — 
monk, cabin-boy, artisan, copyist, steersman, and procurator's 
clerk — found employment in the Revolution for his peculiar 
aptitude. He was bom to be a Spartan. 

If he chose Simon, it was, first of all, because he had read in 
Jean Jacques that Emile " honoured a shoemaker much 
more than an emperor"' — a statement which flattered 
Anaxagoras, who was himself the son of a Nevers shoemaker.* 
And do we not also read in the paradoxical gospel of 
philosophic education : " I had rather my pupil was a shoe- 
maker than a poet ? *" That went straight to the heart of 
Chaumette, who, deputed to watch over Capet's son, took 
much interest in the Univeteau — *' the cub." " I wish to give 
him some education,'' he said, charitably. " I will keep him 
away from his family so as to make him lose the idea of his 
rank." 2 

ITie desire to bring up the prince " to a manly calling " by 
teaching him a trade was equally as captivating to this 
philosopher. It nuist also be pointed out that his responsi- 
bility was at stake. The rescue of the Temple prisoners was 
the object of all royalists, the dream of every conspirator in 
France ; the fair heat! of the infant-king was the stake in 
the terrible game which EurojK} was playing with cannon- 
shots ; and it was extremely difficult to find a man who was 
lx)th sufficiently devoid of prejudice to assume the work which 
Chaumette wanted doing and sufficiently patriotic to resist all 
temptations. Now, Simon had shown what he could do. 
Frequently on guanl at the Temple, both Ixifore and since the 
deiith of I^uis XVI., he was one of those very rare men who 
never seemed to be moved to pity by contact with the 

* NeverH Mairie. 3xtract from the ri'ifister of hirthnfor the year 1763. 
On May 24lh was bom and baptiHcd CJosparJ, son of Pierre Gaspard 
Chaumette, master shoemaker, and Jeanne Rousset, legitimately married. 
I'he gcxl -father was (Inspard Dard and the god-mother (>enevi(^ve Viault 
de la Harde, both of whom signed (parish of Saint l&tienne)." 

• Df.mUrtH ann^en du r^giit de LouU X VI., by F. Hue, p. 459. 
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prisoners. Above all, he had just frustrated — single-handed 
— a plot for their deliverance which was on the very point of 
succeeding.^ 

To this last decisive fact was added a further consideration. 
Simon was married to an active and devoted woman, whose 
attentions were materially indispensable to the diiUL Tlie 
whole quarter had seen her at work at the Hopital des 
Cordeliers, and knew she was a good, clean work-woman, an 
accomplished housewife, and could, if need be, look afterasfek 
person. There, undoubtedly, you have the whole secret of an 
appointment to which historians, more concerned over poetry 
than truth, have devoted so many touching and imUgnant 
pages. To declare that Robespierre and Marat — ^whom the 
matter did not concern and who hated each other — ^pat their 
heads together to discover a brute who was capable of tortur- 
ing the young prince day and night is one of those easy 
statements which are as ridiculous as they are difBcult to 
enulicate. The idea eame fn>in Chaumette, who thought it 
botli sublime and sure ; it was not the act of atrocity of a 
Nero, hut tlie conception of a Ilomais. 

Tliis idea was realised on July 3nl, 1793. The shoemaker, 
informed two days Iwfore, prcx'eeded to the Hotel de Ville, 
wearing most certainly "his fine blue coat, the national 
colour, lini^d with scarlet, and freshly turned.^ We possess 
the bill of the botcher Peigne bearing the mention of " pieces of 
clotli furnishtMl to mend it all over."" Mme. Simon, in a very 
jovous mood, could not itNist telling a neighbour, Mnie. 
Dahlcniont. " Fni going to have a good situation,'^ she said. 
"Tlievll fetch nie in a carriages and perha[)s even better than 
that."" When Marie Jeannc» left her house for the Hotel de 
Ville, \o which she had l>e4»n sunnnoned, the gossips of the 
street honouivd lier with an ovation, niey carried her in 
triunii>h — an honour which greatly affected lier. But umch 

1 This WAH an attempt to rcRCUc the Qiioen, Madame Elizabeth, Madai»e 
Royale, and the Dauphin — an attempt which failed owing to Simon's 
vigilance, and alno through a hicky chance which asAiHted him in dis- 
covering the plot. It iH sjiid that in one of the <*ourtyard9 of the Temple 
he found a pitrre of paiKT in which the attempt was announce<i— an 
anonymous denunciation which enabled him to hurry to the Hotel de 
Ville and change the guard, though not before Bate, Uortey and others, 
who were at the head of the conspiracy, had had time to escape. 
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less, doubtless, than the good news she received there — that 
her husband was to earn 6,000 francs a year by doing 
nothing and that she herself was to have 4,000. It was a 
river of gold in assignats. 

At nine oVlock at night the child was awakened from his 
sleep, dragged from his mother's arms, and handed over to his 
new guardians, whom he must have regarded as two wild 
beasts. 

Simon's investiture, by no means intentionally cruel, was 
terribly so in its results. To realise them we have but to 
open one of those pretty Almanachs de la cour, bound in red 
morocco and embellished with gold arabesques, and read 
therein the names of those who composed the Mavton de 
Mgr, le Dauphin before the days of the Revolution — great 
names of duchesses, marchionesses, and beautiful ladies — 
names of governesses and assistant-governesses, lady-attendants 
and chamber-maids, ladies of the bed-chamber and dressers, 
rockers and under-nursemaids — a multitude of women 
whom we picture so elegantly refined, so full of respectful 
attention for the child entrusted to their keeping. To the 
l)oy who familiarly treated the majestic queen of Trianon and 
the Tuileries as his adored mamma, the very appearance of 
Marie Jeanne necessarily inspired terror. The hands of this 
woman of the people, reddened and cracked in kitchen-sinks, 
her connnon voice, thick speech, clumsy figure, and especially 
her caresses — these constitutcnl his tortui-e. The heart of 
this poor little fellow must have l^een filled with a feeling of 
i-epugiiance of which the Simons could not even conceive the 
jK>ssibility. What to him was a sinister prison and a 
{x?nitential diet seemed to them the height of comfort and 
goixl fare. They were quartered on the second floor of the 
Tower, in the apartment which had remained vacant and 
fumishc»d since the death of Louis XVI., and never had they 
sat in such soft armchairs, or eaten such dainty morsels. 
The small yard of the Temple, planted with sickly trees, 
seemed to the Simons to be real country, accustomed as they 
were to the foul smells of the dark courtyards and damp 
alleys of the Rue des Cordeliers ; but it saddened their 
prisoner, haunted by a recollection of Versailles, with its 
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infinite prospects of chestnuts in flower, and its distant woods 
lost in the blue horizon. It can, indeed, be declared 
positively that the guardians^ barbarity and the diild^s 
punishment resulted from the dash of these two contrasts; 
whereas there is nothing to lead us to believe in systematic 
torture, in blows with sticks and andirons. 

But worse remains to be told, and certainly the authentic 
anecdotes which writers have failed to relate for fear of 
dispelling the atmosphere of idealism with whidi the young 
King has been surrounded are infinitely more tra^c than the 
sublime and legendary words gratuitously pat into his mouth 
in reply to his torturer^s blows and oaths. Here is one, 
undeniably genuine, which was recorded by Daujon, an eye- 
witness, a Commissary of the Commune, a very h<niest man 
and a stem Republican. With the exception of one word, 
too brutal to be printed, I give it as he related it. *^ I was 
playing with him (the Dauphin) one day at a little game of 
bowls. It was after his father'^s death, and he was separated 
from his mother and aunt. . . . The room where we were was 
beneath one of the apartments of his family, and we could 
hear a noise as of people jumping and dragging chairs about. 
On hearing this connnotion above our heads, the child 
exclaimed, impatiently : ' Haven'^t thase confounded trollops 
bt»en guillotined yet?" Not wishing to hear the rest, I left 
the t^ame and the place.'*' ^ 

Those who understand children, those who know how 
unerringly they remember what they ought not to liear, and 
how they are constantly on the watch for new wonls, here see 
the Dauphin striving to reach the pitch of his surroundings, 
by giving himself the airs of a man, and playing at being a 
bold fellow. . . . It is a terrible anecdote, and what it leaves 
us to guess is sadder still. But, in fact, we know nothing 
of the Temple ; it is a clased story which legend has invaded 
at leisure and transformed into a tearful complaint, which, 
perhaps, is the very opposite of the truth. Thus, among the 
rare deductions to be drawn from known facts, it is proved 
that Simon carried out his duties unwillingly. Fear of a 

> Daujon' s original narrative. M. Victorien Sardou's Cabinet of Aato- 
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reaction which everyone foresaw doubtless brought about this 
unexpected change. The bravest knew very well that some 
day or other " the wind would turn,*" and kept an eye on a 
side exit by which to escape. Robespierre himself kept a 
tight hold on documents which Courtois discovered and 
utilised, later, at the time of the Restoration. Simon was no 
more of a Brutus than the others. A report addressed to 
I^rd Granville by an agent of the British Grovemment, 
who was in Paris in 1794, asserts that " Simon, who at first 
was very useful (to the royal cause), is so terrified at the 
danger which he is running that his whole object is to 
leave his present position."" ^ — What danger is here referred 
to ? That of being suspected of complicity with Royalists ? — 
^rhe only thing we know for certain is that the shoemaker 
suddenly resigned and, after a stay of six months, left the 
Temple. 

This determination, the caases of which are unknown, is 
one of the obscure points of this mysterious affair. It is said that 
Simon, called upon to choose between his post as Capet\s guar- 
dian and that of commissary for his section, decided in favour 
of the latter position ; but tips, on the part of a man whom 
writers have endeavoured to represent as a drunken bnite who 
took a pleasure in ill-treating the young King, was an act of 
heroic disinterestedness which appears hardly probable, for 
connnissaries received no remuneration.^ Besides, Mme. Simon 
was no longer in a ccmdition to resume her old calling. Anxiety 
over her responsibilities, want of exercise, and the change in her 
way of living had, in December, 1793, "upset her"** and 
brought on a serious congestion of the liver ; she was confined 
to bed, and Dr. Naudin — reconnnended by the second husband 
• of Simoirs daughter-in-law, the tailor Vanhemerlye, whose 
customer he was — came to the Temple several days in 
sucx'ession to visit the sick woman, who was on her feet again 

' HitUoriccU Manmcrijtfs Cammufsion. The AfSS. of J. B. Fortenaie, 
B»q. , prt.ftin^d at Dropmort^ p. 528. 

* From September, 1793, citizens ** who had no other resources than those 
resulting from their daily work " could claim an indemnity of forty aoiw for 
each meeting of the section. But this sum was paid only to those who 
attendetl ** durine the whole of the meeting, which began at five and ended 
at ten o'clock." It must also be added that the sections met but once or 
twice a week.— See Melli6*8 LtA Sections de Parift, pcusim, 
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at the banning of 1794. The Simons, therefore, voluntarily 
exchanged a situation worth 10,000 francs a year without 
counting food, clothes, and heat, for certain destitution. 
Was the recently decreed interdiction against plurality of 
offices the cause, as has been asserted, of the oobbler^s resigna- 
tion? No, since I find him, shortly after he had left the 
Temple, and when he was eiiU a commiMory of his section^ 
appointed ** to replace Grdpin (?) as inspector of carriages.'"^ 
There was another reason, therefore, for his departure. What 
was it ? 

Whatever may have been the cause, the fiict remains that 
the Simons, on Sunday, January 19th, 1794, removed. The 
weather was dull, with a lowering sky and a damp, mild fog, 
and the snow was thawing. The whole day there was an 
unusual amount of going up and down' the Tower staircase. 
Marie Jeanne — the doors of her rooms open — counted her 
linen ; descended to the giianl-house and said farewell to 
everyl)ody ; trotted al)out the slashy courtyards, and heaped 
her clothes on to a cart ; and, wheezing asthmaticalh\ again 
and ai^in mounted the steps as quickly as her excessive 
stoutness would j^miit. It was not until nine oVlock at 
night tliat they were able to find time to occupy themselves 
with the child. lie was presented to the commissaries on 
<luty, four new-comers — Legrand, I^Asnier, Cochefer, and 
Ixjrinet, who signed a receipt, certifying that " Simon and 
his wife had produced the person of the prisoner Capet, in 
good health, calling upon them to undeiiake the custody of 
tlie said Cajxit and grant a provisional release. ... "^ - As 
to the separation we know nothing ; not a detail exists ; not 
even a word as to the rnlieus and the chiUrs bearing in the 
presence of the new commissaries. Was he asleep ? we do 
not know. It is indisputable, however, that at dawn next 
day he was imprisoned, and that nobody was to sie him 
again for six months. Only some wonls of the Woung 
Dauphine, who was imprisoned with Madame Elizabeth on 
the uppcT floor, rccoixl the commotion which the departure 
of the Simons (Kx*asioned in the Tower. " On January 19tli, 

^ National Archii'es, T 905. Papers seized at Simon's house. 
' Temple Papers — Charavey Sale, Gataiogue. 
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1794,^ she wrote, we heard a great noise in my brother^s 
room, which made as conjecture that he was leaving the 
Temple, and we were convinced of this when, on looking 
through the key-hole, we saw jmckages being carried out. 
On the following days we heanl the door opened and the 
sound of walking in the room ; but we always remained 
persuaded that he had gone. . . . "" 

At an advanced hour of the night — a sinister and densely 
foggy night — the Simons caused the Temple gates to he 
opened, moved away from the guard -house, and disappeared 
with their cart in the mist. 



II 

Where did they go ? 

Who would think that Simon, who was so anxious to 
return to his secfion that ho threw up one of the most 
hicrative of appointments, would abstain, as soon as he was 
free, from going back to the Hue des Cordeliers, where, how- 
ever, he had kept his apartment, and would instal himself, 
with his wife, in an outhouse adjoining the Temple walls? 
What newl had they of a ciirt for so short a distance ? Why 
did they not simply ask one of the ever-unoccupied prison- 
staff to carry their clothes and bundles of linen to the new 
IcKlging which they had I'entcfl, some foi'ty yanls from the 
I'ower, in the old stable buildings, already inhabited by Piquet, 
the concierge, Gagiue, the cook, and various other employees ? ^ 

* The following document clearly establiBhop the situation of the 
building which Sunon occupied. ** The 1.3th of Thcrmi<lor, Year II. We, 
the undersigned, memljera of the revolutionary committee of the Temple 
section. . . . priK*cedod to an apartment adjoining the Temple (containing 
the effects of one Simon (the name, like the remainder of the report, is 
almost illegible ; but the indications which follow leave no doubt as to the 
identity of the person in (juestion), an cx-municijxU oJHrer who died by the 
law. On being shown into a room looking on to the courtyard oif the 
stables, we atlixeil our seals on a window of the room at the back, secondly 
on the window of the bedroom, thirdly above the kitchen window, and 
fourthly above the d<x)r of the apartment. We appointed as guardian of 
thest* seals Citizen Viquct, doorkeeper, who alone is authorised, and who 
declared he could not write his name. Bonnet, Conmiissary ; Daa, 
Commissary ; Cachepoire, Commissary." — NcUional Arthiven, IP illS^*, 

The name of Piquet, the doorkeeper at the entrance to the enclosure of 
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Other questions occur to us. Tbe CSommune had decided that 
Capet ^ould no longer have a resident guardian, bat that all 
the commissaries of the section should take turns, two by 
two, in spending a day with the prisoners. Simon, however, 
never reappeared. Why ? Was he forbidden to set toot b 
the prison ? If so, what was the reason for this ostracism ? — 
Did he refuse ? And in that case, why P 

Marie Jeanne and her husband were, therefore, living in 
the Temple when the latter, on April 6th, 1794, was appointed 
Inspector of Carriages.^ What were the duties connected 
with the post, and did he long retain it ? I cannot say. He 
did not return to the Cordeliers section until the beginning 
of July, and — another anomaly — ^instead of taking up his 
quarters in the small apartment which he occupied before he 
weit to the Temple, and the lease of whidi he had not 
cancelled, he rented two bedrooms, at sixty francs a year, on 
a lease of three, six, or nine years, at the former Franciscan 
Convent,- at the same time retaining the apartment in the 
Temple stables. In Messidor, Year II., he was, therefore, in 
simultaneous possession of three residences in Paris.* 

the Temple where the coartyard of the stables was situated, is again to be 
found in a document dated June 18th, 1794, five months after Simon's 
resignation and departure from the Tower, — a document which 
Beauchesne, without paying attention to the date, quotes in support of an 
incident which occurred in September or October 1793, when the Simons 
were still the Dauphin's guardians. This document, unintelligible in the 
case of the year 1793, becomes important in June, 1794 : it proves that the 
cobbler and his wife took lodgings in the courtyanl of the Temple stables 
not only for the purpose of storing their effects but to reside there. 

**The .Wth of Prairial, Year II., June 18th, 1794. Commune of Paris, 
Council of the Temple. Citizen Lcli^vre, stewartl . . . declares that the 
mother or mother-in-law of Citizen Oagni^, instead of going out by the 
ordinary door leading into the Rue du Temple, rather freuuently goes out 
by the stable door, which ought to be closed to everyoody . . . (and 
which) provides an exit on to the Temple enclosure, by which the mother 
or mother-in-law of Citizen Gagni6, as well as Citoyenne Simon and other 
persons residing on the same premises, obtain a way out . . .," etc. 

See Beauchesne, Louin XVII., vol. ii, p. 86, noto. 

* Natiomd Archii-es, T 905. 

^ A rchives of the Seine. Domaine. Register of National Property ; Rue 
dtH Cordeliers. 

* The apartment in the Temple ; the rooms recently rented at the 
Franciscan Convent : and those which he and his wife occupied at 32, Rue 
des Cordeliers, before their appointment, — rooms which thev ha«l retained, 
since, on the 11th of Brumaire, Year III., seals were placed on them. 
Archives of the Seine. Domaine. 
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He had now abandoned the cobbler's hand-leather, and, 
having become a politician, signed himself ^^ Simon, ancien 
Cordonnier.'" He lived at the very headquarters of the fiery 
Marat section (formerly Cordeliers'*) his small apartment in 
the convent being, in fact, situated on the first floor, on the 
corridor adjoining the refectory, now the Dupuytren Museum. 
It looked on to the large garden luider the shade of whose 
trees, arranged quincuncially, was Marat'^s tomb. 

Simon had not been there more than a fortnight when the 
9th of Thermidor came. About five o'clock on that day he 
proceeded from the Convent to the Hotel de Ville, reappear- 
ing in the evening in a very excited state, and accompanied 
by two colleagues, at the section which had assembled, with 
its full complement of members, in the refectory, where its 
sittings were usually held.^ 

In the courtyard were piled arms; some twenty men 
"walked backwards and forwards, formed themselves into 
gi'oups, and separated after exchanging a few words in an 
undertone "'' ; a bell at the School of Surgery was sounding 
the alarm, and drums ()cating to arms could be heard passing 
along the Rue de la Harpe. The crowd, tightly packed in 
the room, was becoming impatient. Simon and his com- 
panions — in all probability Wouarnie and Laurent — hoisted 
themselves on to the platform, and, in the name of the 
insurgent Comminie, called upon the {)eople to go to the 
assistiuice of Robespierre, who, outlawed by the Convention, 
had taken refuge at the Hotel de Ville. But though they 
spoke long and vehemently it was without success. Seeing 
that the audience was wavering, a jounialist named Fievee, 
who had entered the meeting because he had nothing better 
to do, delivered a much-applauded speech in which he 
silenced the three apostles of insurrection and ordered their 

1 '* The Watch-Committee of the section, awaiting the preparation of a 
room, which is nearly ready, in the large refectory, uses the Salle Saint 
Michel for its general meeting. The military committee occupies a room 
and an office on the ground-floor to the left as you enter from the garden. 
The Charity Committee has a room called the little refectory, the entrance 
to which is in the Oour dcs Cuisines. Finally, the Section, at its own 
expense, has made a guanl -house on the Rue des Cordeliers, in another 
courtyard also called the Cour dcs Cuisines. No rent is paid." Lta 
Stcliona de Paris, Melli^. 
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immediate arrert. Simon and his two oompuiions» hoobed 
and mobbed, tried to make for the door% but woe aduedand 
thrown into the prison of the section.^ On the fbllowiiig 
morning, when the triumph of the Convention became known, 
they were taken to the Condergerie, and, the same day, 
accompanied Robespierre to the scaffold. Everything 




SIMON. 

(From a sketch by Gabriel in the Musc'e Camavalet,' Paris. ) 



done so rapidly that Marie Jeanne was only just beginning 
to be anxious at her husband not returning home when she 
learnt that he was dead.* 

Paris, in fact, was ill-informed as to what happened that 
day. Politics no longer interested anybody but men " of the 
party,^ and people were getting tired of becoming excited 

^ Mimoires de Fiivit and Courtois* Report to the CkmoeiUianf the 9th of 
Thermidor, Year III. 
^ Simon's death certificate has beeu published by JaL 
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over events the meaning of which they did not understand in 
the slightest. Gooil citizens certainly heard a little more 
noise than usual during that famous night of Thermidor. 
But who was still astonished at the beating of drums, at 
calls to arms, or at the ringing of alarm-bells ? The event 
caused such little excitement that, at about two o'^clock in 
the afternoon of the 10th, a number of ballet-girls of the 
Opera, dressed in nmslin skirts and pink tights, were seen to 
arrive at the Pantheon, in the best of spirits, to take part in 
the ajKitheosis of Bara and Viala. They were astounded to 
hear that " something had happened,^ and that the JHe was 
postponed. 

\Vhat for a long time contributed to mislead the public 
was the fact that, whilst the end of the Terror was being 
glorified, the prisons opened merely to receive fresh inmates. 
Among these were Mme. Simon, who had been arrested in 
the early days of her widowhood, and whom the authorities 
" tormenteil."" However, at the end of August (the 7th of 
Fructidor) she was liberated.^ She returned to the apart- 
ment in the Rue des Coixleliers, the rent of which had been 
paid in advance for a year, and, having become very timid, 
kept herself out of sight. Months passed by, and she was 
without resources. On the 3rd of Messidor, Year III., she 
received from Citizen Taupin, agent of the State Property 
Dcpiirtment (Domaines), three shares of 90 francs in the 
Lafarge tontine — shares sequestrated after Simon's death,* 
and which represented the whole of the savings of himself 
and his wife. A month later, on the 4th of Thermidor, the 
Commission of National Revenues restored her husband^s 
effects, valued at 70 francs.^ This, with her very small 
aiHiuity, constituted the whole of Marie Jeanne's fortune. 
Exceedingly ill — she suffered from daily fits of vomiting, 
which so exhausted her that work was impossible — she lived 
on in a state of dire poverty. To crown her misfortunes, 
the Justice of the Peace infonned her, in December, that she 
would have to leave her ajMirtment in the Rue des Cordeliers, 

» XafioiuU Archill, F^ 6806. Dossier 1366. 
- Archives of the Stiiie. Domaines, 126. 
" NatiofuU Archives, F' 6806. 
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as it was required by the School of Surgery for an annez.^ 
Without a home, the poor woman decided to ask the 
Government to take pity on her. She infimned the Relief 
Committee that ^during her stay at the Temple, when 
guarding the Petit Capet, who had been confided to her caie 
by the National Assembly, she had contracted several most 
cruel and incurable infirmities. Consequently, without any 
source of income, driven from her apartmoit, and in a state 
of infirmity and sufiering which prevented her providing 
herself with a new home, she asked the favour to be admitted 
to the hospital for incurables, so as to end her days in 
peace."* 

Surgeon Naudin, who was attending her, supported the 
petition. But it was a long time before it had any result. 
Mme. Simon succeeded in remaining in the Rue des Cordeliers 
until April 1795. Expelled at that date, she found shelter 
in a house near the School of Medicine, where, distrustful, 
reflecrtive, and haunte<l by some recollection or other, she 
lived for a year. In spite of her asthma, she frequently 
cmssed the city to visit one of her cousins, the janitress of a 
house on the Place Vendome, the masters of which were 
eini^nuits. The two women conversed in a low voice, and a 
certain woixi upon which they had agreed enabled them to 
understand each other " without a third person who might 
lx» pi-escnt l>eing able to know what they were talking about."" 
They chattered of the Dauphin, whose death in the Temple 
had been amiounced by the newspapers, though not mthout 
a certain i-eticence and vague hints, in June 1795. The 
wonl which they exchanged so mysteriously, accompanied by 
Qiibily imagined winks and such exclamations as *' goodness 
gracious, would you believe it!'' which enter into every 
conversation between women of the lower classes, was 
AMtikot-Morlingot. Such was the title which these two 
g()ssij)ei*s — the only people in forgetful Paris who still 
concerned themselves over the Dauphin — gave to the young 
prince who had been bom to wear the French crown. 

* Archives of the Seine. Domaintn. Register of National Property, 
HiUi (l^ CorddkrH, 
'^ Ani/jUeur tTatUoyraphesy February 16th, 1862. 
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On April 12th, 1796, Marie Jeanne at last received the 
letter admitting her to the Incurables, and on the same day 
she presented herself at the hospital, situated in the Rue de 
Sevres, in those picturesque buildings with pointed roofs 
which are now used for the Laennec Hospital. 

The establishment held about 440 inmates.^ All slept in 
dormitories ; but those who occupied the long rooms on the 
gi*ound floor were privileged in having narrow closets at the 
head of their beds,'^ and in these recesses (their " drawing- 
rooms **' !) they were able to preserve part of the wreckage of 
their past lives. 

Mme. Simon enjoyed the much envied favour of possessing 
a bed with a closet, and this, with the remains of her house- 
hold furniture, she turned into a private apartment. She was 
extivmely clean in her habits, and every day carefully 
covere<i her eiderdown with a red quilt, strewn all over with 
little blue and white flowers, which she had brought from the 
Temple. The regulations of the hospital were not at all 
strict. Inmates were free to go out at certain hours of the 
day. Those whose wardrobes were presentable, dressed as 
they thought fit ; others wore grey swanskin skirts, linen 
kerchiefs, and black tulle caps over cambric headbands. 
Linen wiis supplied by the establishment.^ 

Marie Jeanne\s arrival produced but little commotion 
among this assembly of old women, who, disabled 
by life's hard knocks and buffets, were, for the most 
part, crassgrained and talkative. It was the same at the 
Incurables in those days &s it is at the Salpetriere to-day. 
These castaways quickly became intimate with their 
dormitory com{)anions, repeating over and over again the 
story of their lives, and indulging in disclosmres, almost 
similar to confessions, which invariably ended in cries and 
disputes. 



^ I/oHtijtlanct publique pendatU la Revolutions by A. Taetey, iii., p. 229. 

-^ Idem, p. 231. ** Some of the paupers live in dormitories, whilst others 
have i)rivato rooms at the side o! their beds. They are supplied with 
linen at the expense of the establishment. Several pay for their own 
clothes." IxnpjHjrt nur lea hoi*picts^ Year XL 

•^ See Tenon's HoHjncts de. Paris, Lianoourt*8 Visite dts hotfpieut, and 
Riipltort d€ Camwt sur lut hospices. Year XL 
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When it became known that the new-cmner was the 
widow of the legendary oobUer there was a storm of 
exclamations, prompted at first merely by curiosiiy, but 
afterwards by a feeling of indignation. The reproaches and 
maledictions which were heaped upon Marie Jeanne put her 
in a state of '^ great anger.^ At first she only muttered 
to herself. But, one fine day, she burst into a rage, de- 
claring that ^' the child was alive,^ and that she herself ^ had 
contributed to its escape.^ Once her tongue had commenced 
to wag, she spoke with the ^ rapidity of ttie wind,"* and, with 
the eagerness of simple people, always on the same subject 
She called the Dauphin ^* her Charles,^ and never mentioned 
him but with tenderness. 

"You are young, Sister Lucie,^ she said to one of the 
nurses ; " and you will see him on the throne. But Fm too 
old for that'' 

Sister Marianne would never listen to her and " always 
sent her to her superiors *" ; ^ but Sister Catherine, who was 
either more complacent or more inquisitive, allowed Mine, 
Simon to tell her how she had seized the opportunity 
presented by her removal from the Temple to hide the 
Dauphin in a " cart filled with clothes/'* On going out the 
guards wished to examine the contents of the vehicle ; but 
Simon had " flown into a passion,'' had jostled past them, and, 
swearing that it contained his dirty linen and that nobody 
should poke his nose into it, hatl passed through the gates. 
A child, hidden in a paste-board horse,— doubtless one of 
those skirted steeds which will hold a full-grown man, — had 
replac^ed the prisoner in the dungeon. 

This invariable story at first astonished but, as years 
passed, wearied those who had heard it Mme. Simon, was, 
moreover, "an intelligent and good-hearted" woman. The 
nui-ses did not find tliat she was the terrible vixen wlu>se 
portrait historians were beginning to paint in so unflattering a 
manner : she was gentle and sober, and " regularly, devotedly 
carried out her religious duties." Ten witnesses agree on all 
these points. 

' Stat43ineiit inacle iu 1848 by the iSiBters of Saint Vincvnt do Paul. Ln 
I*t'stauration ronixiincue (TuswrjMition, by M. Savigny. 
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One day, at the end of May, 1805, as Mme. Simon was 
repeating her story for the thousandth time, accompanying it 
with her usual lamentations, such as, " Ah ! if only I had 
my little Charles, I should not be so unhappy ! *", a tall, dark, 
foreign-looking lady, who was visiting the hospital, slipped to 
her side, and, " touching her with her foot, as a sign to be 
silent,"" said " Don't worry yourself/' Six weeks later a young 
man, accompanied by a negro, entered the room and passed 
in front of Marie Jeanne without stopping. But he raised 
his hand to his heart and saluted her, at the same time 
making a sign that she was not to speak . , . Deeply moved, 
" she recognised the Dauphin,*" who at last approached her 
bed and, drawing aside the quilt, said : " I see that they have 
not derived me,*" ^ 

Mme. Simon related this incident in the evening to her 

nurse. " My little chub-faced Charles is alive,*" she said, 

*' for I have seen him . . *" As the faces around her 

expressed doubt, she lost her tcmjxir and exclaimed : " Yes ! 

indeed I saved him. He is living, and Fm sure of it. I 

would stake my life on it. I have spared him many ills and 

rendered many gi-eat services.*" ^ This unknown young man 

reapjK'ared several times, and the entire hospital followed the 

adventure with amusement. Dr. Remuzat, one of the hoase- 

pupils, (|uestioned Mme. Simon at length and obtained a 

very definite statement.^ Dr. Bouchet, another house-pupil, 

» National Archives, V 6806. 

- La Kesfanration conixiincue (TiuntrjMtion^ Savigny. 
•* **In 1811 I W2VS house- pupil in a hospital where there were a large 
umber of sick people. One day, on coming on duty, I saw a woman 
named Simon, and heard her complain of tne hospital diet. 8he said : 



number of sick people. One day, on coming on duty, I saw a woman 
named Simon, and heard her complain of tne hospital diet. 8he said : 
* If my children were here, if they knew I was here, they would not leave 
me without aRsiRtanco.' I replied : ' I do not see what assistance they could 



give you, other than that which you receive.* — *Ah !* she exclaimed. 

* I?ut you do not know to what children I refer. 1 mean my little 
Ik>urbon8, whom I love with all my heart.' — 'Your little Bourbons?* — 

* Yes,* Hhe replied, * I was governess to the children of Liouis XVI.* 
I wiiA oRtoniHlieil at this, so she repeated what she had said. I then said : 

* lUit the Dauphin is dead!' She replied: 'No, he isn't.* And she 
procecdwl t-o relate that the Dauphin ha<l been rescued. But whether he 
wjw wirrie<l off in a bundle or otherwise I caimot exactly say. I put other 
rpicMtions to her, but that wtis all 1 leanit. I then went downstairs, and 
on <|Ucstioning tlie Chief Medical Officer alwut this woman was informed 
that she was the wife of the jailer of the Temple. This was in 1811. I 
l»elieve she is dead. 1 have heard nothing more of her.'* (ra:.ttle des 
TrihtuuiuXf November 3rd, IS'U. 
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received a nmilar diadosure. Gndnally the stoij wm i 
abroad, but without pasaing beyond die bomndarieB of die 
quarter. In this astonubiiig dty of FSiztti howerer great 
may be a man^s genius or, boiwever important an event may 
be, both will pa» unobeerved unleas tibey are aided fay that 
mystmouB something which brings uniTenal veoognition. 

Recollections of the Terror were very modi out of fiuhion 
under the Empire, and this explains tibe sQenoe with wfaidi 
BCarie Jeanne^s revelations were received. But vdiat a 
change took place on the return of die Bourbons! The 
tragedies of the Tonple were all the rage: it was the 
ftshion, among people of a certain dass of society, to have 
been almost guillotined; and at least a miUicm peraons 
discovered frmn one day to another that they owed their 
lives to the 9th of Thermidor. Their deaire to live again 
those horrible days made for Mme. Simony's success. Visitors 
flocked to see her — enthusiastic Royalists for the most 
jiart, but also many ladies and a few military men. 
General du Fays, Mme. Digney, a woman named Marie 
Graux, and Mme. Chauvet de Beauregard have left almost 
identical accounts of their conversations with the former 
guardian of the Petit Capet. Greatly flattered by her im- 
(K)rtance, she received them in her closet, or, as she called 
it, "her drawing-room.'" She appeared to everyone to be 
very sincere; common in speech, it is true, but clean and 
prepossessing. Until a fit of asthmatical coughing inter- 
rupted her narrative, she chattered unceasingly. And people 
left her little room greatly troubled — convinced for life ; but 
filled with that delicious conviction which is tinged with 
doubt and whence mysteries derive all their ehann. 

Those who are unaware of the discreet and methodical 
traditions of French administrative departments will perhaps 
be astonished at the fact that the police of Louis XVIII. did 
not think of intervening. It possessed the dossiers of all the 
survivors of the Revolution and the Empire, and these people 
were spied upon, tracked, and arrested at the firet suspidous 
word. How is it that this old woman was allowed to 
jjropagate so haniiful a story? For a very simple and 
wholly administrative reason. The police, at tibis time, were 
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busy watching a woman named Giraud, living at Toulon, 
who was no other, her doa.Kier aifiniied, than the re-married 
widow of the cobbler Simon. Mine. Giraud, according to 
numerous witnesses, gloried in her alleged sojourn in the 
Temple, and boasted of the ill-treatment which she said she 
had inflicted on the Dauphin. Her cynicism so revolted the 
Royalists of Toulon that the Gcneml Conmn'ssary of Police 
for the Var sent letter after letter to his Minister to infonn him 
of the anger which this vixen was arousing, and of the threats 
which weni Ix^ing uttered against her. A petition, covered 
with the signatures of toMiispeople, l)egg€»d the Chamber of 
l)e}>uties to ease the public conscience by classing the widow 
of the cobbler Simon amongst regicides. . . . The Minister, 
whilst approving the purity of these sentiments, tried to 
avoid a scandal, and advised his agent to recpiest Mme. 
Giraud to leave Toulon, and, under a false name, to hide in 
some distant de|)artment where she would be under the eye of 
the |K)lict\'- But to finish with this incident, let me say that 
Mme. Giraud^s maiden name was licdroit, that she had never 
Ix^en the wife of any jH»rson namwl Simon, and that she had not 
lx*en in Paris sincxi 1789.- This wretched woman, the victim 
of a pitiable farce, was most cei'tainly on the {)oint of being 
fon^cnl to find another place of residence when, on. June 9th, 
181(), the n»[K)rt of a secivt agent was received at the detective 
department, affinning that " Mere Simon had been for a long 
time at the Petites Maisons and the Incurables, and that it 
would be well to (juestion her if she were still there.*" 

An absolute rule of all good Governments is that an 
atlministration cannot make a mistake. Accordingly the 
|)olice examined but rt»luctantly into the hypothesis that 
there was a Parisian Mme. Simon. The one in Toulon 
seemefl, in the main, to be more dangeroas. However, as 

> National Arrhii^t*, F' 6806, Doflsier 1.366. 

- Other lejfCTKla about the Simons have since sprung into existence. 
Some people nave mode out that the col)bler lived until 18«)0, and that he 
waH a swinehenl at Joinville. Acconiing to this version, he died in that 
year at the Join viDe Hospital. As to Mme. Simon, it has been alleged 
she died at B^thencourt (Hauto-Mame) in 1860, which would have mode 
her 1 15 years of age. See Uintermidiairt des Chereheure el den Ourteux^ 
Vol. ix, pp. 61»-670-698, etc. 
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the incidents at the Incurables threatened to develop into 
a scandal ; as people with the most exalted titles, noUe ladies, 
and ambassadors followed each other into Marie Jeanne^s 
drawing-room ; as the Duchesse d'Angouleme herself had been 
so imprudent as to go there-— disguised, it was affirmed, but 
neverthele$» immediately recognised by Mme. Simon — some- 
thing had to be done. 

On November ISth, 1816, an order went forth ^ to MM. les 
officiers de paix to verify this information "^ and to make the 
old woman speak ^^ about the fiette of her unfortunate 
prisoner.^ The report of the two police-agents who under- 
took the work, Dussicux and Joly, is dated the 15th. Tliey 
confirmed the existence of a Mme. Simon at the Incurables 
and her identity with the guardian of I^is XVII. ** She 
boasts,*" they said, ^ of having participatedT in His Majesty'*s 
escape ; *" but they hastened to add, in order not to disease 
the autliorities, " she appears not to possess her entire reason 
and her faculties are impaired.'" ^ 

On November 16th an " equipage "" called at the hospital for 
Marie Jeanne, who, this time, must have imtigined that Fate 
had some splendid surprise in store for her. She was driven 
to the Ministry of Police, in the Rue des Saints-Peres, when* 
she was questioned by personages whose identity remained 
secret. Contrary to all usage, the official repoi-t is signed 
only with her own name.- 

This document is a precioas one. In it the c*obbler".s 
widow showe<l hei-self to be full of common sense and 
prudence. She said only what she wished to say, and 
evidently understood quite well that that was not the placv 
to reveal the whole of her secret. She declared her entire 
conviction that the prince did not die in the Temple Tower — 
" a conviction so deep that nothing could persuade her to the 
contmiy ; "" but when pressed to explain the circumstances of 
his escape she began to be reticent. It is evident, if we 
compare these vague allegations with the precise statements 
of her pi-eceding nan*atives, it is evident, either that she did 
not wish to speak, or that it was thought prudent not to 
transcribe her woi-ds. She alludes to a Iaundres«\s «ui, 
* National Archit^, ¥^ 6806. - Ibid, 
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seen bv chance, and in which the young prince " might have 
Ix^en "" concealed. 

It is most regrettable that Mme. Simon was so Liconic in 
her replies to the questions of the authorities, whereas she 
spoke with such prolixity to her bedroom c*ompanions. Her 
officially recorded declarations — attenuated though they 
might have been through the prudence of the police — would 
have been infinitely more welcome to historians than the 
gossip which has been amplified and commented upon by her 
auditors. We do not, therefore, passess, in her own words, 
the story of how the prince escaped. However, it is possible 
to a certain extent to make good this break in her nan-ative. 
In fiurt, the young man who, in the spring of 1805, — I accept 
the date given by Mme. Simon, without either discussing or 
certifying its accuracy,^ — came to see her at the Incurables, 
and whom she retrognised as " her Charles,'" was later to come 
forward, in competition with others, as the son of Louis XVI. 
He is known in the history of the Dauphins as Baron de 
Richemont. Now Mme. Simon, believing her visitor to be 
her much regretted "little Bourbon,**' mast surely, in the 
course of her conversations with him, have related, without the 
slightest reticence, the whole story of the escajK?. He, on the 
other hand, naturally wishful to obtain information, must 
have encouraged her to open her heart. Moreover, when he 
published, thirty yeai-s later, the account of his interview 
with Mme. Simon, he would take great care to reproduce the 
good woman's story with the strictest fidelity, without either 
mlding to it or detnicting from it, for fear of contradicting 
the statements which he knew she had made before the police 
of lx>uis XVIII. 

We may, therefore, consider De Richemont's narrative as 
proceeding from Mme. Simon herself. Briefly it is as follows. 
The child who was smuggled into the Temple in a pasteboard 
horse on January 19th, 1794, was a nmte, rendered insensible 
by means of a narcotic, and dressed in similar clothes to 
thase in which the Simons had that day attired the Dauphin. 
ITie driver of the cart — a royalist agent, she said, named 
Jenais Ojanlia — carried the horse to the second floor of 
^ Natumal ArrhioeA, F 6806. 
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the Tower and, profitdng by the absmoe of the guaids, 
whom Simon had led away to the cantem, while Marie 
Jeanne kept watch, withdrew the mute from the plaything 
and set him down, fiiat asleep, on a chair. He then seised 
the Dauphin, rolled him in some beddotfaes and linen, and, 
under pretence of assisting the complaining Mme. Simon, 
whose husband left her all the trouble of the removal, carried 
the whole bundle down to the cart This happened at a late 
hour — nine o^dock at night. On the airii^ of the new 
commissaries, who had not seen the Dauphin for a vety long 
time, if, indeed, they had ever seen him, the child was handed 
over to them ; but they showed no astonishment at finding 
him asleep on a chair. After signing the dischaige required 
by tiie Simons, they placed the boy, who did not awake, on 
the bed, without undressing him, and never for a moment 
suspecting his identity. But on the following day there was 
a dbange. The child had to be examined and an attempt 
made to question him — with the result that the substitution 
was discovered. What was to be done ? Where was Simon 
to be found P Before whom was a complaint to be laid ? 
And on what ground ? Their discharge had been signed and 
delivered. They alone were guilty, and the guillotine awaited 
them within twenty-four hours should they be found out 

It was then that the commissaries decided to wall up 
the prisoner in his room (an inconceivable proceeding unless 
one admits there was urgent necessity); to bury him in a 
filthy place "without either fire or light,^ says Beauchesi>e, 
"a room lit only by the glimmer of a lamp suspended 
oppasite a grating.*" For the door was fastened with nails 
and screws, and henceforth the child was only visible through 
the barred wicket which was used for the passage of his 
food. . . . Such great haste was shown in carrying out this 
arrangement, says the same author, who is above siLspicioin 
that it was " decided upon and undertaken during the day 
(January 20th), the work being completed the same evening 
by lanteni-lighf" And not a word of complaint nor a cry 
is reported to have been uttered by the child whom they were 
thus so cruelly immuring ! 

If Mme. Simon did not relate these details to the police of 
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the Restoration, she said enough, however, to inspire some 
disquietude, since, added to the official report of her examina- 
tion two days afterwards, we find the following note, which 
gives us food for thought : — 

"The police discharged the woman with ortlers to say 
notliing «m this subject in the future, under pain of the 
sevei-est punishment. Nevertheless, Mme. Simon, who appears 
to be in possession of all her senses, continues to relate the 
same things to those who come into contact with her."" 

As regards the final statement, this note is incorrect, for 
the poor old woman was terrified when she left the Ministry. 
She thought she had been taken to the Tuileries, and was, 
nioi-eover, so ignorant of the situation that she almost 
imagined the King was going to give her back her position 
of governess to the royal children of France. Her hospital 
companions saw her return in a state of consternation, and 
apparently for ever cured of her love of chattering. When 
in(|uisitively questioned as to what had transpired she replied : 
" Don't s{)eak to me any more about that, for my life is 
at stake.^ It was noticed that henceforth she was " engrossed 
in thought and very gloomy."" On an attempt being made 
'' to rouse her up,"" she would murmur : " I can say nothing 
more — nothing more."" ^ 

Mme. Simon, who retained her fixed idea, experienced 
painful days. Some time after her examination, on it being 
announced that the Duchesse d'*Angouleme was to visit the 

^ '*Atthe Hospital for Incurables, l)etween 1810 and 1815, I was well 
acquainted with Mme. Simon, upon whom I used to wait. I have often 
heard her say what she said to everybody — i.e., that the Dauphin was not 
dead, that she had assisted iu his escape, that she was quite sure he was 
Htill alive, and that he would some day be seen on the throne. . . . She 
was several times taken to the Tuileries. The last time she was fetoheil in 
an equipage, and on returning she replied to those who spoke to her about 
the Prince : * Don't speak to me any more al)out that. I can sa^ nothing 
more, for my life is at stake.'" Statement of Mme. Mane Graux. 
L'lnpxible, Dec. 16th, 1849. 

** All the Sisters agree in stating that, . . . during the Restoration, a 
Lady came to the Incurables and took away Mme. Simon, who remained 
alisent {Mirt of the day. When she returned and was questione<l as to 
where she had been, she rcplie<i : * I can say nothing more — nothing 
more.* From that time it was noticed that she was sad . . . etc." La 
BtMauration contfaincue (fumrpation. 
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hospital — ihia time officially — sbe ^ got ready to speak toher.^ 
But in ord^, doubtless, that the dau^ter of Louis XVL should 
not be saddened by the sight of a woman whose mere name 
called up so many sad memories, Marie Jeanne was seised at 
the very moment her Royal Highnesses can4age entered the 
courtyard and thrust into asmall room called theCi^ihamaiim, 
where she was kept locked up during the visit. When set 
free, Madame was already fiur away. ^ What a misfbrtuDef" 
exclaimed the distressed prisoner. ^ I had a great aecret to 
c*onfide to her ! "** 

Hope returned, however, when the trial of the pseudo- 
Dauphin Mathurin Bruneau opened at Rouen — a case nowa- 
days quite foigotten, but one over whidi France was then 
divided into rival camps. The poor old woman — she was 
then seventy-two— daily expected to be called as a witness, a 
judicious hope, moreover, which was shared by everyone 
around her. She had made ready her slender baggage and, 
tricked out in hei- best shawl, sat for hours on her bed, with 
her eyes ^Xinl on the door, waiting for them to fetch her. 

" I know many most serioas and important things,*^ she 
said, " but I shall only speak of them in a coiui of justice.** * 

The authorities took good care not to call her, and that 
was her last disapiM>intment. A few months later she took to 
her death-bed. On the moniing of June 10th, 1819, she 
pioasly received the sacrament. Two nurses — Sister Catherine 
and Sister Augustine — were present during her last hours. 
The former knelt at the foot of the bed, whilst the priest 
prepared to administer extreme unction. When he asked 
the dying woman " if there was anything on her con- 
science,'' Sister Catherine heard Marie Jeanne utter these 
words : " I shall always say what I have .said."*' 

Sister Augustine also declared "that in the presence of 
death and the sacrament, the woman Simon wished to contimi 
the testimony which she had always given in regard to the 
escape from the Temple and the existence of the prince who 
had been entrusted to her keeping." - 

» Xational Archinx, F (>806. 

- Statement of M. Jean Noyer, a Paris doctor. Af^moirts (Chh 
CknUemporaifif 2nd edition, p. 60. 
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On that day Mme. Simon died. The poor womanls funeral 
procession, as it emerged from the courtyard of the hospital 
on the following day, attractetl the attention of idlers even 
less than the passing of Simon and Marie Jeanne had done, in 
the Rue des Conleliers, when proceeding to Saint-Come on 
their wedding-day. Her common name was, however, for 
ever attached to the recollection of the royal tragedies of the 
Temple, and the passers-by who, indiffei-ent, raised their hats 
in the presence of this coffin, which was being taken to the 
connnon gi*ave at the Vaugirard Cemetery, little saspected 
that with her was to be buried, perhaps irrevocably, the 
answer to one of the most bewildering enigmas of history. 

P.S. — My sole object in this essay has been, by the aid of 
original documents, to draw the portrait of the guardian of 
the Dauphin, and I make no pretence whatever of solving the 
problem of the death in the Temple or of the survival of the 
son of l^)uis XVI., a problem the bibliography of which 
alreaily includes more than a thousand volumes or pamphlets, 
and which, neverthek^ss, in the present state of the (juestion, 
cannot furnish a historian who confines himself exclusively to 
facts with fifty serious lines. In my opinion it is now proved 
that Mmi». Simon sjM>ke the truth, since we find, on checking 
her statements by means of dcx'uments which she could 
not have known, that she is in accord with these on every 
point. A mystery remains — that Jenais Ojaitlia, the chief 
tutor in the escajK*, whose* trace and very name have never 
been found elsewhere than in Marie Jeanne^s narratives, and 
whom one might Wieve was a purely mythological super- 
numerary, created by the good woman\s imagination for the 
nt^^ls of the cause. But, at the moment of c*oncluding this 
study, an obliging coiTespondent informs me that this person- 
age ivally existcnl. His name was not Jenais Ojanlia, as 
given by Mme. Simon — who had heaixl the name pronount*ed 
but little troubled herself about the way it was spelt — but 
Genes Ojardias. He was bom in 1761 at Thiers, Puy-de- 
Dome, in the {wirish of Saint Genes, and he had two brothers 
named Amable and Jacques. The last named, a priest and an 
emigrant, later became Superior of the Thiers seminary. 
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Gen^ who left AiivergDe in 17BG to seek his fortune in 
Paris, was put on the list of cnniginnLs and his profierty wjw 
»okl by thtf State, Up to tlje pres^^nt time the date of hi* 
death h unknoiAn. Here, again, the import^it point is that 
Mine. Simon >ipoke tlie trutli, and that as reganls the name 
«f the agent whom she alleged assist e*l in the escape of 
4be Dauphin, hs well as i^ganLs the other details of her narm- 
tive, her memory wa-s infallible and her veracity uninipeach* 
able* The enigma, however, remains un?iolved, and tho?* 
who have studied the question will agree in recognising that 
these new data appear, at first sights to make the solution 
fit ill more remote. 
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Ik the life of Duniouriez there are sufficient war adventures, 
political intrigues, and love affairs to stock a dozen novelists 
with plots. His grandfather, who was one of Moliere^s 
lackeys, had thirty-two children, twenty-four of whom were 
sons, a fact which to begin with is out of the common. The 
eye loses its way among the Jeans, Pierre Fran\*oises, Marie 
Amies, Amie Edouardes, Ix^ons, and Nicolases in the 
genealogical table formed by this multitudinoas offspring. 
After the birth of the twenty-fii-st child — we cannot trace all 
of them ^ the father's ingenuity in finding fresh names was 
visibly exhausted, so he gave the thing up as hopeless and 
callcMl all the boys Fran<j'ois. How bewildering it must have 
been in such a family ! ^ 

It was from one of these Franc^oises that Dumouriez sprang.- 
Ile also received the same Christian name, which was not, as 
one might think, his only j>atrimony. All these fine fellows 
hiul worked so hani that they had attained most honourable 
positions and were in easy cireumstances. Thus, in 1760, 
when twenty-one years of age, the future* gt^neral, after 
brilliant feats of arms during the war in Hanover, found him- 
self a captain dec*orated with the Cross of Saint-Louis,^ which 

* Oil the subject of this genealogy, see Chapters VI and VII of M. 
(Jcorffcs Monvars learned and curious work Le LftquaiM de Moli^re. 

' He was horn at Cambrai on January 26th. 1739. He had two sisters, 
lM>rn between 1734 and 17.*J8. One, Nicole Am61io, diwl Abbess of 
Forvacnuo.M, at S^unt-Quentin ; the other, Anne Charlotte, married, in 1767, 
I^iron .J«in Ferdinand (V*zar <l<* iS^thonlnir^, a Saxon, who was briffa<lier of 
tlu" King's armies and <lied a lieutenant-general in the service of France. — 
A* I. Ill j tin is th- i]f itiit-.rt . 

•' MtinoirtM dt JJumouriez. 
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was not a bad bq^inning for the giHndson tit a man wlio had 
appeared on the boaids in the lively tit McMulair Jomdato. 

At the dose of the campaign the joong officer readied bis 
garrison at Saint-L5 b^ short stages^ and airived at Font^ 
Audemer at the house of one of his auntSy who was married 
to Messiie J. J. Leonard Legris de la jP o t terie ^ Civil and 
Criminal Lieutenant of the Bailiwidu By a fimiier mairiage 
with a B£ de Fohtenay, this lady, one of the thirfcjr-two 
diildren of Moliere^s ladcey, had an fiprwdingly pretiy 
daughter who called heradf Estienne de BoissL It most be 
explained that the members of this fiunily, so closely oonnecled 
with the stage, tridced themsdves oat, aoooiding to the 
custom of the times, in all sorts of &ncy names, a fibct which 
did not simplify thdr genealogies. The mother of the 
future conqueror of Jemmapes, who was also the dau^ter 
of an actor named Patissier, became Mile, de Ch&teauneuf. 
The name even of the grandfather, Du Mourics, became 
a pseudonym for that of Duperier. 

Captain Duniouriez did not waste his time at Pont- 
Audemer — he fell passionately in love with his beautiful 
coasin Estienne. The mother, naturally tender and romantic, 
looked with a kindly eye on the lovers ; but M. Dumouriez, 
senior, who detested his sister and niece, exercised his authority 
by forbidding the marriage. Supplications, tears, resolutions 
to commit suicide, plans for an abduction, long, passionate 
epistles in the style of the NotiveUe Hihise^ which was iL'<ed 
as a model by all lovers of those days, and, finally, confine- 
ment of the young lady in a convent, such were the 
vicissitudes of this stonny incident The officer left Normandy 
in despair and disappeared for ten years, during which he 
found time to carry out two or three secret missions in Grenoa, 
Madrid, and Lisbon, to become acquainted with Mme. du 
Barryls brother-in-law, to undertake the conquest of Corsica, 
to roase Hungaiy to revolt, to ann a squadron of [landoors 
on liis own account, to excite Poland to insurrection and fight 
against Suvaroff, to set Gustave III. at loggerheads with the 
Swedish aristocracy, and, finally, to be arrested at Hambuig 
as he was landing with a small army to conquer Scandinavia. 
There was notliing micommon in such exploits in those times. 
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Frenchmen of that generation were consumed with an extra- 
onlinary desire for adventure and novelty, a fact which 
explains how they so cheerfully broke up the old world and 
conquered affrighted Europe. These daring fellows must, 
indeed, have amused themselves immensely. 

This prologue to the life of Dumouriez concluded, like 
everything at that time, with the Bastille, whence, at the 
end of six months he was transferred, as a prisoner of State, 
to the Chateau de Caen. He came out of prison on the 
death of Louis XV., and having nothing to do in Normandy 
decided to see his cousin Estienne de Boissi. He found her 
nuich less pretty than in former years, but still faithful to 
the vows which they had exchanged. So their marriage was 
celebrated at the Saint-Ouen church, at Pont-Audemer, on 
September 13th, 1774.1 

So we find Dumouriez settled in Normandy, — as settled, 
at any rate, as such a man could be. He had obtained the 
post of (iovenior of Cherbourg, with the title of " Colonel 
a la suite,*" and fretjuently went to Pont-Audemer to rest 
witli his wife\s family.*'^ One day it happenetl that his valet 
dv chambrc left him, so he asked his mother-in-law to find 
him a trustworthy servant who could accompany him on his 
travels from place to place. She recommended a yomig man 
of seventeen whom she had taken into her service when 
(juite a child. He was bom in the neighbouring town of 
Brestot on October 1st, 1768, and his name was Jean Pierre 
I^uis Ilenard, though, like all valets de chambre^ he was 
known by that of Baptiste.^ He was a steady, neat, careful 
but (juite insignificant servant, and had nothing in common 
with the Frontins of the old comedy except his exterior : 
up-turned nose, light eyes, and beardless face. Baptiste was 

1 '* This marriago was nob a happy one. Vet it was the occasion of a 
(louhle Racrifice on the part of the future General. In spite of the fact 
that hiH bride waH disfigured by small-pox, he insisted on marrying her, 
and at the wime time sohl five thousand volumes of his library. The 
(M)unlc se^Kiruted after fourteen years of married life." — Lt Laquain de 
Moii'rr. 

- Mt^moiriM (U>, Dnmowricz, jxntftim, 

'"* Kenard was lK>rn on Octolx^r Ist, 1768, at Brestot, in the arrondissement 
of Pont-Audc»mer, of very poor parents. He was sent to Pont-Audemer 
at <kii early age to find employment, and wan at first one of the servants of 
the presitlent of tlic Court of Assessors of Subsidies of that town. 
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deliglited to wear tiie CoIomI^ livoy. But lie IftHe 
susj^cted, pocv Mkm ! that Fate had plaoed its phQen 
hand upon him, and that fiirthwith his Wk would be upcnt 
in the midst of the most tragic a dv q ilm es. 

Baptiste accompanied his master to Ch e r b o ui g , Dimoaries 
having been promoted, in 1787, to the rank of brigidier- 
general and, shortly afterwards, to that id major-^enoaL^ 
He came with him to Puis, wfacoe Dmnoories setthd at the 
beginning of the Revolution; he fiiDowed him to the 
Champagne Army and was a hnmble actor at the battles in 
the Aigonne.* Up to that time Baptiste was without a 
history. His duties consisted in looking after the cage of 
two yellow canaries to whidi Dumouriei was so ^tf^^^^H^^ 
and which he canned about with him eve r y w hcie eti ai on 
to the faattlefieUL* Presumably, however, events resulted in 
Baptiste^s promotion from the rank of valei de ekamire to 
that of brusher, a position which sometimes enabled him to 
leave the baggage and join the General'*s escort. And thus 
he chanced to play a part in the action at Jemmapes. 

In order to appreciate the true value of Baptiste'*s heroic 
act on this famous day we must possess other documents 
than Dumouriez\s own account. If we are to believe the 
Genci-al's Memoirs^ it happened that the Drouin brigade, 
marching to attack the village of Jemmapes, about eleven 
oVlock in the morning, hesitated before a column of the 
eneniy'^s cavalry, and, seized with panic, took refuge behind a 
group of houses. Baptiste, who was following his master on 
horseback, witnessed the disorder, set off at a gallop, put 

^ ** I entered the service of ex-General DumoorieE in 1785 when, at the 
most, seventeen years of a^ My daties were so mach the less burden- 
some as 1 had succeeded m obtaining his esteem and confidence, and in 
this respect my position as a servant was everything that was agreeable." 
FtlUion drawn up in the name qf BaptutU Aenaru by Oochon, former 
representative of the people on the Coancil of the Five Hundred. — Revue 
de la Normandity March 31st, 1869. 

^ ** In 1791 General Dnmooriez was despatched to take command of the 
Army of the North. I followed him, and, tmly, it would have siven me 
pain to abandon him, whatever might have been the danger. Although 
valet de chambre, I was present at all the battles which he fought, and 
on this point I call to witness all the corps which then formed part of the 
Army." — PttUion dt-aicn up in the name qf Baptiate Renard. 

' Les AUemamU a Vfdmy, by A. Thenaud, Rheims, 1889. 
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Drouin to shame for his want of courage, rallied the brigade, 
brought it into line again, and recommenced the fight He 
even took the initiative of ordering seven squadrons to 
support the movement and thus decided the fate of the 
battle. 

We have no reason to doubt this act of bravery, since 
nobody has contradicted Dumouriez, whose narrative, accord- 
ingly, has assumed a certain amount of authority. Tradi- 
tion, moreover, has accepted it.^ Michelet, in perpetuating 
it, observes that the battle of Jemmapes resembles that of 
Waterloo, "with the difference that the steep declivity at 
Jemmapes presented far more difficulties than the little hill 
on which the Empire was shattered.'^ That is almost equi- 
valent to saying that Baptiste was a greater genias than 
Napoleon. So let it be. Nevertheless it mast be recognised 
that Dumouriez on this, as on other occasions, is terribly 
unreliable. He is cruelly unjast towards his lieutenants. 
Ferrand, he says, lacked presence of mind, Dampierre was not 
at the head of his corps, and Beumonville only thought of 
retreating. . . . Now, Ferrand and Dampierre showed an 
intrepidity which decided the victory. Indeed, their courage 
was such that, when the French troops entered Mons on the 
following day, Dampierre shared with the General-in-chief 
the crown awarded to the conqueror. This was insupport- 
able to Dumouriez's embittered pride, so, rather than mention 
his generals'* names, side by side with his own, he preferred to 

^ " tSome columns hesitated/and an entire brigade, remaining in the rear, 
broke the line. Disorder and confusion were about to seize the anny 
when a young man in Dumouriez's service, named Baptiste Renanl, in- 
8pin><l, Fiays the General, by a heroic impulse, proceeded to the scene of 
disonler, rallie<l the infantry, advanced seven squadrons and recommenced 
the fight . . . *' — Vicfoires et Conquctes (Us Fran^ain^ Vol. VII. 

*' A brigade, seeing the Austrian Cavalry issue through the opening, feU 
)>ack and exposcil the tiank of our columns. At that moment young 
JkintisU; Renard, a mere servant of Dumouriez, inspired by a courageous 
and intelligent impulse, dashed to the general of the brigade, reproached 
him with his weakness, pointed out the danger, and brought him back to 
the opening." — R6rolution Fram^awi, Thiers, Vol. III. 

Dumouriez expresses himself as follows in his M^oirtB : '* The success 
of this battle was principally due, first . . . fourthly, to the OeneraFs 
tnlct. (U rhamhre, lUptiste Renard, who, with astonishing presence of 
mind and courage, repaire<i General Drouin's error, and ridlied both the 
brigade of the latter and the cavalry, which had been broaght to a staod- 
stilT through a momentary hesitation.** 
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ftte an incident of the fight and disdainfully remark : 
^ It imt my val^ de chatrtbrc who won the battlt*-'*^ This U 
only an inference, but, considering tlic Generals extraordinarj 
how probable it is. Tht art with which he im- 
proviaeil a k-iiding rok for this unenvied supernumerary is, l<i 
hepn with^ strong presumptive evidentx?. 

In fcet, the day after the victory, on November 7th, Baptkte 
left Mons in company with Lieutenant-Colonel Lame and 
took tile mail coach for Paris, c&rrj ing with him an addre^ 
fiom Doniourie^ to the Convention* They made the journey 
in tldrty-ikijL IkoutSk 

Hie AmemVtj opoied the sitting of the 9th at ten o'clock 
in the mornings anaer the pre^sidency of Herault de Sc^he]!c% 
He WM {Hooeedfaig to examine the former Minister of Marine* 
Laooetei iriio had beoi impeached the day before,^ when one 
of the 8ecretttie% Jean Dcbry,^ was seen to hurry acros?t the 
floor of the Honae and mount the Tribune* In his hand was 
a letter, a short report from Dumouriez on the Mons victory, 
which he proceeded to read, frequently interrupted by applause 
from all benches. 

Hardly had Debry finished when Larue appeared at the 
bar. 

^^ I am only a soldier,^ he said, *^ and not an orator. I am 
merely going to relate a heroic deed, for a soldier of the 
Republican army should never open his mouth except to tear 
open his cartridge. I present to the legitimate admiration of 
the Assembly, Baptiste Renard, the valei de chambre of General 
Dumouriez, who dashed, with sword in hand, into the midst 
of the fight, rallied a regiment of dragoons and four battalions 
of volunteers, placed himself at their head, rushed on the 
enemy, was the first, with Dumouriez, to jump into the 
trenches, and decided the capture of an important position. 
When naV&A. by the General what reward he desired, Baptiste 
replied : * The honour to wear the national uniform.** *" * 

This short speech electrified the Convention. Larue made 
a sign, the door-curtain was drawn aside, and Baptiste, 
dressed in livery, and doubtless a little out of count^ance, 

^ Archives parletnentaireB, Sitting of November 9Ui, 179SL 
> Moniteur. November, 1792. 
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advanced to the bar in person. Throwing himself into his 
arms, Larue several times pressed him to his heart. The 
entire Assembly, which had risen to its feet, wept with 
enthusiasm. When the President had obtained comparative 
silence he invited the hero to enter " the temple of Laws.*" 
The bar was then drawn aside and Baptiste, hat in hand, 
crossed the house in the midst of loud applause. Philippeaux 
requested "that the president give a fraternal kiss to this 
brave man,^ a proposal which Herault de Sechelles carried 
out amidst general transports of joy. Handsome Harare, 
wishful of obtaining a share in the ovation, was heard above 
the uproar to shout, with his Grascon accent, "that the 
Romans commanded great and noble actions with an oak 
leaf," and "that honoiu: was the treasure of the ancient 
republics.'*' 

" Well ! *" he concluded, " let us draw from this treasure a 
military equipment for this brave citizen.*" 

Sergent improved on this by proposing that a rank should 
be bestowed on the confused Baptiste, who already pictured 
himself leaving the Convention with the pasition of 
Minister of War. The proposal was immediately voted, in 
the midst of loud and repeated applause, the Assembly 
decreeing that Baptiste should be armed, equipped, and 
mounted at the expense of the Republic.^ In addition, 
(iencral Dumouriez was rei{uested to give him a position on 
his staff. Baptiste then saluted and went out, whilst the 
members still applauded and the Convention proceeded to 
resume its examination of poor Lacoste who had been set on 
one side during this interlude.*^ 

* ** A few moments later the president announced that the Minister had 
just sent him the Official Account of the battle. He immediately read it, 
as well as the following letter : ' I venture to recommend to you Citizen 
]*>a))tiste, my valet de chambre, who conducted himself with the greatest 
intrepidity and intelligence by rallying a redment of dragoons and two 
liattalions of national guards. He simply asKs to be allowed to wear the 
uniform of a national guard and will lie perfectly happy.'" MoHtteWf 
November, 1792. 

'^ Uaptiste's own impressions, which we find summed up as follows 
in the already quoted rttUum, must here be ^iven : — 

*'. . . by a happy chance, I succeeded m rallying two battalions of 
infantry and a siiuadron of cavalry which had Just been put to rout bv the 
enemy. I ralliea them, as I say, and, charging afresh at their head, the 
victory turned in favour of the French. The next day, the 7tb, the town 
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I do not know where Bnqitiflte, who was doabllen in a 
hvary to cast aside his lively, procured an offioer^s onilbnn ; 
but he was not Imig in finding one. Barely an hour had 
elapsed firom the time of his first appearance than Cahm, one 
of the inspector-conunissaries of Uie Aasemfaly, asked to be 
allowed to speak. 

""The Convention,^ he said, ** decreed that Citiaen B^itiste 
Renard should receive a national unifimn. Behold him 
wearing it ! " ^ 

Baptiste advanced in the midst of a fresh storm of bnvos. 
The president begged him to come forward, pressed him to 
his heart, handed him a sword of honour, and requested him 
to take a seat among the Iqpslatora. Larue, who was greatly 
animated hy his oratorical Muij continually embraced his 
companion and shouted to the spectators: **Thi8 is the 
brave man who, with Dumouries, was the first to jump into 
the encmy''8 trenches,'' a statement which threw the entire 
house into a state of joy and redoubled the applaase. 

Seated in a chair near to that of the president, Baptiste 
remained imtil the conclusion of the sitting, which lasted 
until four oV^lock. He left the parliament-house with his 
head in the clouds. Never had glory been so suddenly 
thrust upon a man ; never had a Frenchman been the object 
of such honoiu^ ; never had so quick a change taken place iu 
a man'^s career. A valet the day before, Baptiste saw himself, 
as though by magic, adulated, applauded, and promoted to a 
rank which entitled him to command in his turn. It was 
jxirmissible for him to dream that the most extraordinary 
fortune was in store for him and, doubtless, he did not miss 

of Mons was in our hands. General Damouriez irametliately despatche^l 
his aide-de-camp Larue with orders that I was to accompany him and 
carry the news of the success to Paris. Consefjuently, he sent the 
president a letter in which he informed him of the part I had taken in 
this affair. I was granted the honour of attending the sitting, received 
the president's fraternal kiss, and was asked bv him what I desired as a 
reward. My reply was simple, — that I desired the honour of wearins the 
national uniform. This demand was immediately gnuited me, and the 
Convention decreed that I should be appointed Captain Aide-de-Camp to 
Greneral DumouriezM It also decreed that a sword, bearing the foUowing 
inscription, should be handed to me : ' Donne par la Convention k Baptiste 
Renara, pour la recompense de la prise de Mods.' " 
^ ArchtotsparlemaUaireSt November, 1792. 
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the opportunity. Paris put the finishing touch to his 
intoxication by the reception which it accorded the hero. 
He was applauded in the streets, and on leaving the theatre 
or the galleries of the Palais lloyal crowds of people gathered 
around him. For three days Baptists w&s lionised ; he was 
the man whom it w&s fashionable to have seen and upon 
whom every woman doted. His portrait, even, was engraved, 
forming a pendant, in the same oval, to that of Dumouriez. 

On once more setting off along the North road, dressed in 
his smart captain aide-de-camp''s uniform, and accompanied 
by two horses and a servant, Baptiste must have felt that 
he was the happiest man on earth. 

Alas ! he had not even time to wear out his first tunic, 
nor was given an occasion of unsheathing the sword which 
the Republic had presented to him. The poor fellow returned 
to camp only to be present at his former master^s lament- 
able end. He was a witness, at the Saint-Amand head- 
quarters, of the arrest of the Commissaries of the Con- 
vention and their surrender by Dumouriez to the enemy, 
and was one of that little group of faithful followers who 
accompanied the general, hooted by his troops and followed 
by French buUeb?, to the Austrian camp. ITiis strange 
escort was compased of a prince, two women on horseback, 
and a few officers, including Baptiste, who lost his two horses 
in the scrimmage.^ 

He escorted his chief to Brussels. But his position there 
became critical, Dumouriez no longer needing an aide-de- 

> "It was on the 4th or 5th of April, 1793, that my never-ending 
misfortunes begaji. My general, overwhelmed with disgust, formed, 
without my knowledge, the plan of deserting the cause of liberty. A 
numerous escort, of wnich I was one, was ordered to accompany him. All 
were ignorant of his intentions ; all, like mvself, knew but how to obev. 
Accompanying the general, we soon passed through all the linos of the 
anny, when, suddenly, a battalion (that of Deux-S^vres) discharged a 
round of musketry among us. We then no longer doubted that an unfair 
advantage had been taken of our submission to the orders of a sunerior. 
But how were wo to go back ? It would have been difficult, ana as a 
second volley of bullets awaited us our destruction would have been 
certain. Besides, we could only, at that time, have a suspicion of the 
general's intentions. Soon, however, we could no longer douot what they 
were. Wo escorted him to Brussels, where we spent a few days. We 
all wondered what was going to happen to us. Proposals to enter foreign 
service were made to us, but were received by the majority of the escort 
with disdain." Petition drawn tip in the name of BapluU Senard. 
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ap and his resources being so low that be oouH not oSbnl 
to keep a valet- Baptiiste was, therefore, without employ- 
ment. Nevertheless, if we are to believe a letter publi^ed 
in the MonUmr for May 17th, 179S, he followed his old 
master to Stuttgart. '* Ex-general Dumouriez,'*^ writes the 
correspondent, "has been met in tJiis town. His carriage 
contained eight loaded pistoLs *ind in his hand was a J^tici 
anned with a dagger. His a de-rle-canip Baptiste never 
leaves him. . . J" 

However, he did at last leave him. Baptiste, who cwiJd 
support poverty and the losis of his illusions without a 
complain U was unable to put up with exile so joyfullv. 
He was seiziHi with a desire to see his native villain of 
Brestot once more. He knew that his compatriot^ on 
hcjiring of his deed^ at Jenima]x^i, bail improvii^ed a patriotic 
Jete in his honour and hod carried his aged tnotlier in 
triumph. Also that when the national agent who pn^itltil 
over the ceremony had asked the good woman **what the 
country could do for her'' she had replied : ** Since you are 
so goody I would gladly accept a petticoat to replace this 
very old one.*"^ Baptiste, a deserter in spite of himself, 
a traitor through fidelity to his master, an emigrant against 
his will — three crimes, tlie least of which would have sent him 
to the guillotine — ^hoped to meet with sufficient sympathy in 
Brestot to enable him to lie in hiding there until better 
days should arrive. So, notwithstanding the dangers which 
awaited him in France, he set out for the fix>ntier. 
Dumouriez, on sa}dng farewell, divided the whole of his 
fortune with him — two gold pieces. 

Baptiste set off on foot and was seven years on the road!* 
He travelled without a passport, begging for work in the 
towns through which he passed, or living on charity. His 
sad and eventful travels are briefly related in the petition 
which he later sent to the First ConsuL When crossing 
the Rhine he met a body of Bavarian troops, who arrested 
him as a spy and threw him into prison for three months. 

^ Revue de la Normandie, Artiole by M. A. OaaaeL March 3l8t, 1880. 

^ All the details of this joame^ are taken from the peUtion which 
Baptiste, later, addressed to the Minister of Justice, or from reooUections 
published in 1869 in the JHevue de Normcmdie, 
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Renouncing the plan of reaching Normandy by land, he then 
determined to make the attempt by water, and courageously 
undertook to cross the whole of Germany in order to reach 
Hambiurg. On arriving at the port he was dying of hunger 
and worn out, and had no other resources than a few wortii- 
less assignats. Chance throwing him in the way of an 
upholsterer, named Jaunellc, he became his apprentice. 
Baptiste remained in Hamburg until the Year VIII,' when 
home-sickness once more made him chafe with impatience. 

"The desire to see my native country,'' he wrote, 
" manifeste<l itself to such a degree that I determined to face 
any danger in order to satisfy it. So I called upon Citizen 
Quietric, vice-Commissary of the French Republic at 
Hamburg, and infonned him of my plan, which was 
encoimteretl by many obstacles. But by dint of prayers, and 
having declared that I wished to enlist in the anny which 
was being formed at Dijon, he at last decided to grant me a 
passport to that place. ... I determined to obtain news of 
my unfortunate family when on the way. . . . ** 

This time his journey lasted four months. At last he passed 
througli Rouen, and at Bourg-Achard he slept for the last 
time bt»fore rcjiching home. The date was January 18th, 1800. 
At uixm he would be at his mother's house. With a light 
heart, he stepped along the well-known road winding through 
the familiar landscape. On reaching the hamlet of La 
Chapelle, only a (juarter of an hour's walk from his destina- 
tion, he turned into a wine-shop to expend his few remaining 
pence over a bottle of cider and a hunch of bread. Hardly 
had he crossed the threshold, to continue his journey, than 
he found himself seized by the collar by two gendaniies. 
^Fwo days before, not far from that place, a band of robbers 
hiu\ atta(!ked the diligence, which was carrying public money, 
and an onler hatl been given to arrest all suspicious travellers. 
Now, Baptiste was an eminently suspicious character. He 
stammered, dare not tell his story, and the only reference he 
could pnxluce was the passport viseed for Dijon. So the 
gendarmes took him off to the village of Rougemontiers, 
where he was thrown into prison. 

In such an extremity as this he decided that the slightest 
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TetiGeoce would be fatal. The tmhappj man smoroeded mfl 
proving jh> victoriously that he was not a highw/vytnari, but 
the fonious Baptist*^ the coDquerorof JeiiimapesH DymotuiciE** 
aide-dc*caitipt that the local authorities, in vi^w of Ifaofl 
IHiBoiier fi importance, detentiined to aend him^ under a htron^ 
escort, to Paris. Ou Febniary a6tli he was impriM^ued in Um 
Ahbaye. ■ 

This time, however^ his imprisontnent wm fihort. Baptiite 
succeeded in gc-tting a former nicmhcr of the Council ut the 
Five Hundred, named Crochon^ to take ati interest in his caae^ 
and this influential man drew up for him the petition bam 
which 1 have already quoted a few passages^ Moreover, 
Baptii^te was no longer ** dangtrrous/* Hebetated by >o i»any 
misfortuneSf he had become a gloomy, habitually i*ilent man, 
btiried in deep reverie. Set at libe!*ty by order of the Fir^t 
Consul, he rej*umed his journey, by short stages, to Bre»tot, 
where he found hi:* niothor still alive. For a shod litne he 
lived with her, but their life in common becoming insup- 
portable, he took up his quarters, hermit-fashion, in an old, 
abandoned bakehouse on the outskirts of the village of 
Cauverville. Although only thirty-five, he bad the appearance 
of an old man, so weary was his step, so bowed his head 
and so dull his look. His neighbours often tried to get into 
conversation with him. They recalled his happy days, 
questioned him about Jemmapes, and on the subject of his 
triumph at the Convention; but ^he never replied in a 
precise and affirmative manner ; he appeared not to care for 
this subject of conversation, and was never the first to 
mention it.'' ^ 

Thus did he vegetate for more than twenty years. Having 
neither a pension nor resources of any kind, he became a 

^ " Baptiste Renard, wrote one of hU former neighbours to ob in 1861, 
lived at a quarter of an hour's distance from the place which I then 
inhabited, and came to my house several times a week. I often questioned 
him about the splendid act of courage attributed to him and his 
consequent presentation to the Convention, but he never answered me in 
a precise and aflirmative manner. He appeared not to care for this 
subject of conversation and was never the nrst to mention it. His con- 
versation was, moreover, unconnected, and his ideas were not over-lucid. 
According to what I have been told, his faculties became impaired during 
his imprisonment." Bevue de la Normandie, Maroh, 1869. 
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barber. But his strange, wild look was disquieting, and 
customers were few and far between. So he chose another 
calling — that of an itinerant painter. Those who employed 
him gave him a few pence out of charity. Soon he got 
tired of travelling about the country, with his paint-pot on 
his back, and tried the profession of chair-mender. Seated 
on a stone, in front of the door of his bakchoase, he could be 
seen plaiting the cane with his clumsy hands; or else he 
remained idle for hours together, motionless and with fixed 
gaze, as though he were crushed under the weight of a bitter 
disappointment. 

One day his door remained closed. Entering the hovel, the 
neighbours found it deserted. On inquiry it was found that 
Baptiste had been seen the day before walking towards the 
valley of the Kisle, in the direction of Comeville. 

The next day — May 10th, 1827 — a Manneville thatcher, 
named Louis Barbey, when fishing in the river near Roys 
Mill, perceived a body sticking in the reeds. He called for 
help, some one ran up, and the body of poor Baptiste, who had 
drowned himself during the night, was drawn out of the water. 
Before me is his death certificate, stating that ^^ Jean Baptiste 
Ilenard, ex-soldier and recently chair-mender, bachelor, died 
yesterday in this commune of Manneville, near Roys Mill or 
Bac»q nets' Inn. . . .*" 

He was buriwi in a comer of the cemetery, and no one 
thought of carving a name upon the tomb. 
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Oh April 5MHli, 1810, there arrived in London, on board tte 
Knglwh tngsAe Italitnnt^ bound from Codizt » ^^" ^bo wa|| 
as remwludble for tbe beauty of bi^ featum^ as for the 
mngnlarii^ of bin dress. He had a straight no^^, a high 
fanehead, dbufk hair ftowmg on to h\s neck, blue eyes ^ dull 
oomplexion, and a long fine hussar-like moustadie. He 
wore a Hungarian frogged jacket, a fiir pelisse fastened 
across his brea^ by a silver death^s-head, Wellington boots, 
tight-fitting breeches, gauntlet-gloves, and on his head an 
astracan colback with an aigret of heron feathers. His belt 
contained a perfect arsenal of weapons : sixty cartridges, six 
small pistols, a life preserver, and a dagger. At his side 
swung a large scimitar, as well as a sabretache on which, on 
a black velvet ground, again figured a skull and cross-bones. 
The people of London — ^not easily astonidied, so aocostomed 
were they to all sorts of eccentricities — were simply astounded 
by this masquerader. 

It was rumoured that this fantastical person was no other 
than Murat, whose reputation in the United Kingdom 
equalled that of Durow, a clown at the AstJey Circus who 
supported, at arm's length, a platform on which eighteen 
grenadiers performed manoeuvres. But on inquiry being made, 
it was found that the visitor was a Hungarian officer, named 
Baron Gr^ramb; and that he had come to submit to the 
British Government a sure way of crushing Napoleon's power 
in five months. 

The pandoor took up his quarters in a fine house at Bays- 
water, and began to live in the most expensive fashion. As he 
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had been seen at the houses of Cabinet Ministers, and was con- 
tinually boasting of his connections, he succeeded in obtaining 
cretlit on all sides, and was thus able to provide himself with 
splendid horses, a fine livery, and costly fdniiture. He seemed 
to be a man who had long been accustomed to luxury, one to 
whom money was no object, and this raised him still higher 
in the estimation of his tradesmen. 

Baron Geramb was received by Lord Wellesley, Secretary 
of State for Foreign Affairs, and explained "his plan" to 
him. A good and voluble speaker, possessed of unbounded 
self-confidence, he talked loudly and at great length, repre- 
senting himself to be an important individual and unhesitat- 
ingly pasing as a personal rival of Napoleon. He had made 
a solemn vow, he said, to oppose the invasion of the French 
whenever he encountered it. His hatred of Bonaparte had 
inspired him with the idea of detaching all the foreigners, 
including Hessians, Dutch, Illyrians, Poles, Saxons, Spaniards, 
and Piedmontese, who had been enrolled by force in the 
imporiid annies, of supplying them with the means of landing 
in small bodies in England, of adding to them tlie enormoas 
number of refractory consc*ripts who, from Rome to the 
mouths of the Elbe, werc hunted by the entire gendarmery 
of the empire, and of thus forming a tremendous army 
which could be landed on the Normandy coast. As a 
personal contribution, Geramb offered the Coalition 24,000 
Croatians, whom he would equip and ann at his own expense 
and deliver in I^ndon at cost price, plus the freight. 

liiigland was then the great centre for everything which 
was hostile to Napoleon. As the Government appealed 
for every assistance, Lonl Wellesley accepted Baron Geramb^s 
pn)[K)sal. Not that he had any intention of considering his 
wild scJieme, but in order to allow time for the police which 
the Cabinet maintained on the Continent to make inquiries 
about the man and find out in what way he could be 
employed. 

T\\Q particulars supplied were unfavourable. The police 
did not at first succeed in discovering Geramb\s native 
country. He himself said that he was an Aastrian, but the 
general opinion was tliat he was bom in France. Others 
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aiSmied that he was a HongBrian Jew, and tiiat 
married the widow of a gennine Baroo O^nunb he had 
ezdianged his iU-somidii^ name for that of his wife^ fint 
husband. However, autibentic or not, Baroo G^amb hsd 
always been a hot-headed man. As fiff back as his mjileri- 
ous life could be traced he was foond to be a main, boastfid 
fellow, ever eager to thrust himsdffiirwaid. Hehaddimhed 
the dome of St Fteter^s at Rome at the risk of breaking Ui 
neck, in order to write his name on the bronae ball wbidi sur- 
mounts it ; he had fou^t a dud oo Mount Vesimus danag 
an eruption ; and he luid been seen at Vienna, on the oecmiaB 
of the Elte-Dieu procession, to tear off his coat and timw 
it at the feet of the Empress, who hesitated to pssi 
over an uncarpeted portion of a tboroo|^bfere. Tbis gdlsnt 
act decided G^ramVs fortune. Admitted to the Court and 
promoted to the oflfee of CShamberiain, he begged to be grsnted 
** the favour of dying for the Austrian Monarchy^ ; and as 
this happened in 1809 and Napoleon, afler Ratisbon, was 
advancing on Vienna by forced marches, he was authorised to 
raise a corps of volunteers. G^ramb at once took up his 
quarters in a fine house, appealed to the young nobility and 
tiie wealthy middle-classes, and on the first day sold eighty 
lieutenants^ commissions. He frequented the cafes on the 
Graben in a brilliant uniform escorted by ^* his aides-de-camp,^ 
who were no less magnificently dressed. For a fortnight they 
were to be seen everywhere, but at the end of that time they 
suddenly disappeared. Napoleon was at the gates of Vienna, 
so Gri^ramb, accused of stealing military supplies and 
degraded from his rank of Chamberlain, prudently hid 
himself.^ 

He was next heard of at Palermo, introducing himself to 

* Such, at any rate, are the assertions of the police. But allowance 
must bo made for their traditional exaggerations and things restored to 
their true magnitude. It appears most improbable that (li^ramb could 
have been shamefully degraded in March 1809, under an aoonsation of 
theft, since three months uitor, on July 19th, 1809, the Emperor of Austria 
made him a baron, which was then a high title and much sousht after. 
Acconling to a family tradition, G^ramb was removed from Vienna for 
showing too great a gallantry towards the Empress; but there was 
nothing dishonouring in his disgrace. 

(Private Information). 

S68 



BARON GfiRAMB 

Queen Mary Caroline on behalf of the Emperor of Austria, 
" who consented,*" he stated, " to deprive himself of his 
services in favour of the Sicilian Court."" Mary Caroline, who 
had a weakness for handsome men, was fascinated by the 
Baron'*s long moustache and light blue eyes. At the end of 
six weeks Geramb, covered with decorations and more 
beplumed than ever, was reviewing the troops, accompanying 
the Queen on her drives, appearing in the royal box at the 
theatre, and showing a familiarity which shocked the 
inhabitants. When the favourite passed, all heads remained 
covered, and there w&s much murmuring. Perceiving that a 
storm was gathering, Geramb did not wait for it to break, but, 
loftily announcing that the Cortes called for his presence, at 
once left for Spain. He landed at Cadiz at the end of 
January, 1810 ; called upon the Austrian Charge ^Affaires as 
the envoy of Mettemich ; offered to raise a legion of deserters 
at his own cost, which obtained him the rank of general, a 
few more embellishments for his pelisse, and a passport for 
England ; and, finally, sailed for that country, to float a loan 
and " solicit the support of King George.*" 

Geramb had had many other adventures ; but such, in 
short, was the course of his life. 

As soon as these particulars, true or false, reached London 
and enabled the Government to form an opinion of Geramb, 
he was discreetly watched by the police. He, on the other 
lumd, was convinced that he had dazzled the practical 
English people, who then held the purse strings of the 
world, and that he had attained the height of his fortmie and 
renown. Yet he had failed to bring about a rapprochement 
with the imigris. The Due de Berry, having seen him at 
a meeting, disdainfully decided that "this charlatan was 
rather a general for the Jacobins than a general against 
them.*" Moreover, Geramb, ill-disposed people declared, 
was a little too lucky in gaming houses ; and he spoke of 
his 24,000 Croatians as though they were about to land and 
already triumphed over Bonaparte"*s downfall. 

^Vhen LonI Wellesley, who never entered upon a thing 
thoughtlessly, had ascertained the barony's true value, he 
summoned him to the ministry, and, handing him a hundred 
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guitieas) ndvised him ta lea^-e British imrlit>vy «p4thin thi 
vre^ks. Gi'mmb replit^i iJi a verj hlgh-lmndod 
first of all ckiining payment of his travelling and liri 
expcitiNcs^ as well as the cost of the equipment of the 24^000 
Croatian^ who would* he said, have started on their joumf^v* 
He dwlarctl that all his French friends in London would 
oppo^ Uii» robbeiy of a roan who had mined hini^lf for 
the Coalition. On the impa^ible Secretary of State ii&king 
him to mention " tht^e frieud^s^ he named " M_ Dubost, A 
Lyons painter^ — a young niau from Bord^iux who9e name 
he could not remember — and a certain Deshayes, a dancrr 
at the King's Theatre," He swore, moreover, Uiat he wadcl 
never leave British soil until he had nxreived £50,000^ the 
amount of hm disbunsementis.^ Returning home, he 
bamcaded himself in his hou^e; plaeed a placard on 
roof bearing the words *'My home is my caaUelT; 
tuniing hi.s servants into the street told them t*> ainmuin 
that he had five hundred poimds of gunpowder and provisioDs 
for two months, that he was prepared to undergo a long 
siege awaiting the 24,000 Croatians, who could not fail to 
arrive shortly, and that he would blow himself up, with his 
house, horses, and the whole of Bayswater, rather than 
capitulate. 

A small body of policemen blockaded the house, and, as can 

1 The Journal de VEmpirt for April 28tk, 1812, published O^ramVa 
protest against the '* crimes '* of the English people. A few lines of this 
ohoioe specimen of eloquence, whioh is all the more astonishing as it wu 
sincere, are worth quoting. 

*' When I think of what I have done for it (the British Govemmeiit), my 
soul is roused to indignation, and tears of blood fall from my eyes. I 
repent of what I have done and make amends in the presence of Europe. 
I shall leave this country as soon as I have satisfied all my creditors, for I 
would rather die than leave behind me anyone who oould oom|riiun of my 
delicacy. I arrived in London with £8,000 in cash and a legitimate claim 
on the Government of more than £20,000. To-day I am stripped of every- 
thing and afoot, carrying with me but my sword, my uniform and the 
bitter recollection of the infamous treatment whi(^ I have received. I 
shall proceed to the sea shore and engage some fishing boat to land me oo 
the shores of a country where, in spite of the calumnies of the pamphleteecs 
in the pay of British Ministers, I shall be received with the generosity 
which was always the character of a mat people. At the sS^ht of me 
people on all sides will shout : ' Behold how Bnglaiid rewards foratgners 
who are so blind as to devote themselves to her service !% and this cry of 
indignation will resound throughout the whole continent.* 
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easily be imagined, crowds of people assembled to watch the 
bellicose baron at the windows, armed to the teeth, rolling 
his eyes, sharpening swords, charging blunderbusses with 
grape-shot, making threatening gestures, and defying King 
George and his cowardly satellites. Whilst he was engaged 
in this theatrical display, Inspectors Hamilton and Craig 
made their way to the back of the house, broke open the 
garden gate, and boldly entered the den of the terrible 
pcmdoor, who, to everybody'^s disappointment, allowed himself 
to be arrested with the meekness of a lamb. The same 
evening he was embarked at Harwich, with an order that he 
was to be landed on the territory of Frederick VI., King of 
Denmark, the most faithful ally of France ; and, so that 
Geranib should not arrive on the Continent without a 
recommendation, I^ondon newspapers played him an awkward 
trick by publishing, simultaneously, the story of his irre- 
concilable hatred of Napoleon and the announcement of his 
biuiishmcnt. 

Conse(|Ucntly, three days later, the police bulletin which 
was daily submitted to ^e Emperor, contained an abstract 
from an English newspaper relating Geramb^s adventures. 
*'We congratulate the public,*" said the journal, "on the 
ftict that this mastachioed parasite has been expelled from 
England. The wretch who is at present on his way towards 
the French Empire, where he will be in his natural element, 
is a German Jew who has assumed the name of a Hungarian 
gentleman. . . .*" Then followed an account of the ^4,000 
Croatians and the siege of the house in Bayswater. This 
testimonial had a sure effect. Ever since the rupture of the 
Treaty of Amiens, the English Cabinet had exercised its wits 
in sending on to the Continent secret emissaries, who, in the 
words of a police-agent, " employed all sorts of disguises and 
tricks to conceal their perfidioas designs."*^ Now, the con- 
spicuoas manner in which the London police had got rid of 
Geramb appeared particularly suspicioas. There could be no 
doubt in the minds of the authorities that the object of this 
comedy was to facilitate the passage into France of a noted 
conspirator — perhaps a second Cadoudal. Accordingly, we 
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find the following note written on the margin of the boDetiii 
in the studious handwriting of a secretaiy : 

'< Returned to the Ministry of Police with instmctions tint 
this intriguer be arrested should he come on the Contiiieni* 
'< Saint-Cloud, April 14th, 181S.** 

Underneath these words is the mastery's teirible autognph 
N — a distorted, impetuous, ^nnutmical initial, similar to 
forked li^tning — the cabalistic sign which Europe obejfed 
for ten years. 

It is astonishing, as we read the official repotts, to see how 
this brief order, which appears to have been heard at the 
utmost limits of the Empire, was immediately put into 
execution. Notification to arrest ^the described a dv e nlur er 
was despatched the same day to the Chiefs of Police at 
Amstenhun, Madrid, Hamburg, Le^om, and Ragosa, and 
by them the order was passed on to diplomatic agents, 
consuls, harbour watchmen, district commissaries, and simple 
custom-house officers, so that by the end of the month Baron 
Gcranib was awaited by every frontier agent ftt)m the mouth 
of the Elbe to the confines of Bosnia 

Meanwhile, the frigate which bore him sailed towards the 
Continent. After a short sbiy at Heligoland, a boat, on the 
night of April 24th, landed the former favourite of Queen 
Caroline on the coast of Schleswig-Holstein, in the neighbour- 
hood of Husum. Danish custom-house officers found him at 
dawn on the sea-shore, boiling over with anger and shaking 
his fist at the English boat, which hiid remained in the open. 
That in'ght Geramb slept at the Ilusum prison, and sent the 
King of Denmark the following rather clumsy flattery of his 
powerful ally : 

" God has granted that the veil of error which covered my 
eyes when, as a general of Sj^anish Givalry, I served with the 
British Army should at last be torn aside . . . 

" Sire, the English are, fortunately for humanity, execrated on 
the banks of the Tagus, as on the walls of Cadiz, and, in spite of 
their presence, cries of * long live the Emperor Napoleon * arc 
heard on all sides. On this great name being pronounced with 
general enthusiasm, the British Army, jwle and trembling, is like 
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a great criminal^ who has come to be sentenced to deaths and 
who waits in agony for the moment at which his Majesty the 
Emperor will order his execution ..." 

He concluded with a prayer to be allowed, at his own 
expense, to erect on the beach where he had been landed 
"a symbolical monument to the crimes of the British 
Cabinet, a monument which would cause any foreigner who 
was so blind as to wish to direct his steps towards an island 
where the Government protected only traitors, libellers, 
incendiaries, and cowardly assassins, to recoil with horror.*" 

The news of the prascrip^s arrival, diiTased by the English 
newspapers, produced rather lively curiosity in the provinces 
of the Elbe. D'Aubignasc, chief of the district police, 
applied to the Danish authorities for the prisoner"*s ex- 
tradition, which was obtained ; and on May 7th Geranib was 
handed over to French agents ^ and immediately imprisoned, 
ill, nervous, and penniless, in the Hamburg prison, the 
Winser-Baum. Yet he played his part very well indeed. 
From the time of his first examination he overwhelmed 
dWubignosc with a torrent of words.* He feverishly 

» "Sflamburg, May 7th, 1812. 

*' MON'SEIONEUR, 

'* Ikiron do 06rainb was conducted to me this morning by two 
Danish officers. His papors were at the same time handed over to me 
and sealed. I have htA him shut up in the debtor*8 prison, where the 
IK)lice, up to now, have placed prisoners of a certain class. . . . 

*Mi. wears a moustacne and the cross of a Commander of the Onlcr of 
Malta. Ho speaks French with fluency and correctness, and has quite the 
air of a man accustomeil to bic adventures. 

** lie has chcerfullv accopt^iu his fate and promised to be sincere in his 
replies. I have had to submit to a recital of the importance of the 
iK)Hition which ho claims to occupy in the world. ..." National Archives, 

'* " Hamburg, May 12th, 1812. 

•* MONSEKJNKDR, 

** I went to the Winser-Baum prison yesterday to examine Baron 
Gorarob, an<l herewith enclose Your Excellency the original interrogatory. 

*' At each question I had to submit to a multitude of details. There 
was not a sindc one which did not enable him to tell some anecdote or 
other in which ho played an invariably romantic part. 

*' This man has a mania in which he is everlastingly indulging , that of 
thinking ho is an important personage, one upon whom the eyes of Europe 
are tixed. 

** He always introduces crowned heads into his conversation, and the 
interest which several monarchs have taken in him. 

** He is ill and very fatigued. 

" lyAuBiGNOSa" 
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narrated his whole life and tearfully confessed his erpors : \m 
liair&d of Napoleon which wasbutacajse of disappointed late, 
the great people who had Uken advantage of him» Qoeen 
Mary Caroline " who wiisbed him well,^' Mettemich, the 
*i4*000 Croat ians, his ciuriages^ hh diatnood-s his lireiy, ha 
ddes-de'Canipj and his horses. • • He renoiimTed his pa^ and 
bqggod to be allowed to cast himfielf at the Empeiof^s 
feet and supplicate His Majesty to tnelude hioi amottg lu* 
subjects. 

On the following day he handed d'Aubignosc, who 
had hardly recovered from his astonishment, a long Mcmmr 
on England which he had written during the night.* In the 
evening he produced a second and more detaileil Memoir^ and 



' Th«i foUoifrme report front the cbiof of the Hamburg poliee to 1^ 
M mister is y finable a« Ahowmg, not only the fa^tnAtion irlit«li tkktmsSb 
exercisedi evea orcr the mofit apprised iaterlocnlorB, but aIah, perbftp^ ''^^1 

'< Hamburg, May 901, 18I8L 

'* MONSnONBUR 

" Baron de G^ramb has just tent me the Memoir whidi I hare the 
honour to place before Your Excellency. This document does not appeir 
to me to be veracious exo^t from the point of view Uiat it indicates the 
chronological order of the traveller's movements and life nnoe the F^rendt 
Revolution started him on his adventures. 

"Nevertheless, it shows him to be a hot-headed man, who has taken 
advantage of a few natural gifts and the rush of events to endeavour to 
reach a position in conformity with the vehemence of his passion. Ever 
full of vrild ideas, and possessed of great efl&ontery, Baron de G^mi^ 
carries all sorts of projects about with him, identifies himself With the 
part he wishes to play, and believes that he always appean in Ihs 
position in which his imagination has placed him. indifferent as to Ihs 
means he adopts, he aims only at success. . . . 

" But soon a fresh plan replaces that which he has marked out, and with 
this new conception he becomes another man. 

" When he figured in the levy of 1809 he was devoted to the Emperor of 
Austria. He was sincerely attached to the English and the Spaniards 
when he offered an army of Croatians to the former and a legion of 
deserters to the latter. At the present time he is the Emperor's servant. 

" I am convinced that G^ramb has been sincere at all tliese periods of 
his life . . . 

'* No Power having seriously tested his abilities, it is impossible to know 
if he would have continued steadfast had he met with success. . . 

'* He will never be able to resist the fascination of tlie latest product of 
his imagination. . . " 

On the margin of this report the Minister of Police has written : — 



stances ^ 

which ^ „ « ' ' - 

impudence and importunity, has made dupes." Motional ArekkMMf 

r.ewe. 
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the next day a third and a fourth Memoir. On the day 
he drew up the fifth an order was received to conduct 
the prisoner to Paris, which appeared somewhat to lessen his 
assurance. He anxiously inquired "if they were going 
to hand him over to Austria.*" A postchaise, escorted 
by three gendarmes, took him direct to the capital, where he 
arrived on June 24th. He was set down at the Ministry 
of Police, and then, under a strong guard, was shut up, 
awaiting an inquiry, in a maisofi de sanii kept by a lady 
named Mme. Theodore Dupeyron. Up to that time it had 
been a quite peaceful establishment, but on Geramb^s arrival 
it suddenly became a perfect hell upon earth. The baron 
lived in a state of continual rage. If his companions in 
captivity appeared ever so slightly to disagree with hie 
enthusiastic admiration for Napoleon, he relieved his feelings 
by smashing the furniture. He even nearly set fire to 
the entire building, on Augast 15th, by too brilliantly 
illuminating his attic window. Having ordered a picture, in 
which he was represented kneeling in the vestibule a1 
the Tuileries, asking the Emperor for jastice, he sent 
the canvas to Marie Louise with an autograph petition 
in eleven languages ! Although a prisoner, this strange man 
still found a means, in this city where he knew nobody 
of making acquaintances, and from these he borrowed smidl 
sums, M'hich he ased, said Mme. Dupeyron, " for creating 
disorder in her institution.'*' As she refused to harbour 
so tiu-bulcnt a boarder. Baron Gcranib w&s one fine evening 
carried off to Vincennes and placed in close confinement 
in the castle dungeon.^ 

At this point the baron retired into the background. 

> Archives of the Prefecture of Police. Register of the Donjon de 
Vincennes. 

« Paris, AnguBt 21st, 1812. 

*' Tho Minister of Police of the Empire orders the (S>mmander of the 
I>onjon do Vincennes to receive Seigneur de U^ramb (Francis Ferdiuand) 
accused of political intri|^e. 

** I)e C:6ramb (Francois Ferdinand) bom at Lyons, forty years of age. 
Chamberlain to the Emperor of Austria, coming from M. Theodore's 
maimm de sanU. 

"Height 1 M. 75, hair and eyebrows light chestnut, eyes blue grev, 
DOM long and well-formed, average size mouth, ohin round and slightJjr 
prominent, round cheeks, full face, wearing a monstaohe." 
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Having him safely under lode and key, the police set to woA 
to uniavel the mystery of his life. He had dedaxed that he 
was a native of Lycms, and the authorities had, in fiut, fiNmd 
a record in the registers of the birth, on JiAy 14th, ITK, 
of Ferdinand Franfois G^nunb^ son of Julioi FoduMiid 
G^ramb and his wife Marie Sfagddeine TanwHMT Mae. 
Geramb was, indeed, still living, and the Lyons polioe fennd 
her modestly living in a feubooig. She had been a mkm 
eight years, and, being without news of her son, was unaware 
if he were still alive and ^ whether he were an employee or a 
soldier."* M. G&amb^ an Austrian, had settled in Lyons to 
take part in the silk industry, but in 1790 had lebrnHd 
to Vienna with his wife and three diildren — ^two daq^iteni 
both widows, who then lived in an Austrian ccMivent, and 
Ferdinand Fran9ois, the 6ery ** baron,^ who had himself been 
married and was the htinct of several diiUraL After the 
Revolution his mother had returned, alone, to Lyons, where 
she M'ished to end her days.^ 

A general observation should here be made. Police reports 
are invariably unfavourable. The men who draw them up 
wish to please the authorities and make themselves useful ; if 
they ferreted out people with only stainless characters their 
assistance would quickly become superfluous ; and that is why 
these documents should be consulted only with extreme 
caution. As a matter of fact, the Gerambs were a perfectly 

' The report of the inquiry which the Police made at Lyons on the snhject 
of the G6ramb family contains some interesting particulars. 

" Lyons, June 13th, 1812. 

' ' I had rather a di fficulty in obtaining details from Iblme. (widow) Gcrsmb, 
his mother. I could not get her to speak except in a general manner. 

''The Gdrambs are Austrians and belong to the nobility, but being 
members of a younger branch they came to France to seek their fortune. 
They established themselves at Lyons as silk commission -merchants. One 
of them, Julicn, married Ibllle. Lassause, and had two sons and two 
daughters. Another lives at Vienna on his income, and it appears Uut it 
is from him that Mme. Gdramb receives her revenues. 

*' M. Julion (leramb died eight years aeo, and since that time his widov 
has hoard nothins of her son Feratnand Fran<^is. They had had discus- 
sions over the father's inheritance. Ferdinand Francois' two sisters were 
married at Vienna and are widows. He himself is a widower and bis 
several children. It appears that they are protected by M. de Gdramb, 
a relative, who is Governor of Soheimnitz, in Hungary. 

**Mme. Gdramb did not say what career her son had adopted. He ii 
possibly a soldier or an oificiaL" Naliowd Archives^ F', 6506. 
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honourable family, and being of undoubted nobility held an 
enviable position at the Viennese Court The eldest of the 
family, Francois Julie Antoine, who was baptised on May 20th, 
1726, at the Metropolitan Church in Vienna, came to Lyons 
with his two brothers to found a bank and establish a silk 
business. On September 2drd, 1763, he obtained municipal 
privileges, and purchased the Chateau de Gigny and its 
lands, one of the largest estates in Burgundy. His only 
daughter married a Lyons gentleman, named Jean Raphael 
Durant, who, during the famine of 1789, at the beginning of 
the Revolution, gave 10,000 francs to the poor of the town, 
an act of charity which immediately made him an object of 
suspicion and later contributed to his being sent to the 
scaffold.* 

The nephew of Fran9ois Julie Antoine, our Baron Geramb, 
was mixed up in adventures at a very early age. His family 
had lost sight of him, but had never thought of renouncing 
him. Noisy personage though he was, he lacked neither 
courage nor mental ability. However this may be, the 
reports sent from Lyons said nothing of these things, and the 
Minister of Police was still in doubt 

Was the Vincenpcs prisoner connected with these quiet 
people, or ought he to be regarded as an adventurer who had 
assumed an honourable name ? The police thought of bring- 
ing the aged mother to Paris to confront her with the accused 
— a step which was all the more necessary as his dossier was 
from time to time enlarged by fresh denunciations. One of 
these was sent in by an officer, named Cavero, of Genoa, who 
declaretl that Gtframb had proposed to the Queen of Sicily 
that he shoukl go to France and assassinate Napoleon. He 
hatl even fitted up in his apartment at Palermo a pistol shoot- 
ing range, the target of which was a portrait of the Emperor 
of the French.* 

1 Private information. 

• •* Copy of an undaUxl letter banded by a M. Cavero, ex-major iu the 
Aofltrian Army (April or May, 1812), to the Qeneral Commissary of 
Police at Genoa. 

••Sir, 

** Having taken an oath of fidelity to His Majesty, I am bound to 
reveal everything which may be against the State . . . Therefore I take 

277 



ftk 




ROMANCES OF THE FRENCH REVOLUTION 

But the Malet aiTair and the Moscow disaster dltTrtal tie 
attention of the authorities. Months* pa^J^ed by, and Gi^rmmlji, 
whoj however, was unresigned^ was forgotten. For a long 
time past he no longer counted tlie days ; he woa ignoriat d 
ev^rjrthing tJiat was going on in Etutjpe, Suddenly, <ioc 
evening, the prison doors were thrown open and he was calkil 
by name ; there was n great commotion in the cattle, aiMJ 
much i^Timinaging on the staircase landings ; the guatd 
seized their anus, pushed G^ranib towards the rlerkV oIScb, 
and thruist him into a cab which was standing mider Ihe panb 
of tlie damp, fiagged courtyard at the basic of tbe castle, h 
tiie vehicle were two gentUnnes and another priMitter, an aU 
man with bent back^ white hair, and haggard look. Thej? «*t 
off, tlie old mtui continually muttering pmyers. Suddeiil) be 
addressc^d this unintelligible phrase to G^ranib : — 

" This presages that the Allies arc near,"^ 

^What Allitt.i'" 

" Why — the Austrians, Prussians, Russians. . . ." 

G^ramb turned away his head. He quite understood— his 
companion had lost his reason through long captivity. Hie 
cab rolled along the muddy road, passed throu^ the gates of 
Paris, entered the Faubourg Saint-Antoine, and at last 
stopped at the door of the prison of La Force. Gr^ramb and 
his ^^ insane ^ companion were conducted to the derk'^s office, 
where their names were taken down. The baron stated his 

the liberty of aendinff you my obeervations on a oertain Q^nunb who bai 
arrived in Denmark nom London, and who cries oat a good deal agiiBit 
the Bnffliah. 

** This man GMramb is a real sooiindreL Daring the year 1807-1806 he 
lived several months at Palermo, where his wife diecf, and ooorted the 
Queen's favour. I am told by reliable persons that he proposed to the 
Queen that he should go to Paris to assassinate the Emperor. He bade 
portrait of Napoleon in his bedroom, and nsed to amuse hi»nfw^lf by finag 
at it daily with pistole ..." 

To Cavero's letter was added the f oUowing description : 

*< Q^ramb is about forty years of age. 

" Big and stout. 

*' Height about 1 m. 65. 

« Black hair. 

** Moustache and thick whiskers. 

" When seen at Palermo in 1806 he wore the uniform of a Hangsriaa 
Hussar, and was decorated with several orders, said to be Russian. He 
had, in addition, a Chamberlain's keVt and a silver death's head on his 
coat." National Archives, F', 6506. 
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titles and rank ; the old man in the most natural tone in the 
world declared that he wa^s Bishop of Troyes and Chaplain to 
His Majesty, the Emperor. He was decidedly a lunatic! 
They were ^ut up in the same cell, and as G^ramb threw 
himself on his bed he watched his dangerous companion out of 
the comer of his eye. 

Yet this " lunatic '^ was, in reality, Mgr. de Boulogne, 
consecrated prelate in 1809 in the chapel at the Tuileries and 
imprisoned two years later for the crime of ultramontanism. 
He was correct in his conjectiu^: the evacuation of the 
Donjon de Vincennes presaged tlie approach of the allied 
armies.* 

When they had been at La Force for six weeks, Geramb 
and Mgr. de Boulogne found themselves at liberty.* The 
Empire had fallen! The worthy bishop, who knew where 
to go, did not wait for the invitation to be repeated ; but 
poor Geramb was more embarrassed. Without a penny in 
his pocket, without a friend, without other connections than 
creditors in the great fever-tossed city, he felt that he was 
irretrievably shipnTcckcd. How was he to live, what was he 
to do, and where was he to lodge ? Up to then, as a political 
prisoner, he had received a sum of four francs a day, from 
which the cost of his food, etc., was deducted. Now that he 

> "February 8th, 1814. 

**The Minister of Police of the Empire orders the Commander of the 
Donjon de Vincennes to deliver to the bearers of the present order the 
prisoners Fontaiia, Gr^gorio, de Geramb, Pedicini, de Boulogne, and 
Grangeard, who will not be reintegrated. 

** Signed : Due de Rovigo.** 

* It would seem that the Police, before the faU of the Empire, thought of 
employing Geramb. In ;\ report to His Excellency the Minister of 
Police, dated Fobmar}', 1814, we find, after a rAmnU of the life of this 
extraordinary man, the following information : 

** During his stay in Austria and in the course of his numerous journeys, 
ho has been in intimate relations vrith a host of important personages, such 
as ministers, courtiers, leaders of intrigues, etc. The large number of 
particulars which he has supplied since nis arrest proves that, in spite of 
hia natural instability, ho has kept his eves well open. His power of 
observation has been aided by an excellent memory, and it nas been 
noticed that in his communications with the general police he has shown 
all the frankness and open-heartedness of a devoted man. 

'* M. de G6ramb, on account of his abilities and the reoolleotions with 
which he in filled, would render great services under the present circum- 
stances. It is proposed that he be released and placed under supervision 
in Paris." National Archives, F, 6506. 
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was betf be was deprived of this imbsidy, so wite obliged 
to bA. tile provisional Government for a months pa.f ,^ 

Hk request was granted. With thi^ sum of 1^ fr^aiKs m 
his fOtkitU he then disappeared, and he was oat b^ird uf 
again lor some time to come. 

Two yeai^ later, his name incidentally refippearcd in T 
report ftiotn the the Prefect of t> e department of Mayciim ta 
M. Daoazes. The prefect i beard that a ^csertain 
Ginanah^ fornierly a prisoner State, had pi^senlfd bitnadf 
at the TrappiHt monastery c t-Salut ; and be had bitttidf 
leoeiTed a vi^tit from the per^^- age in question^ whose coo* 
venatkNH '' had not appeared tc tiim to be that of a penitentf 
but wliJehf nevertbelesS} wa^ ful of good feeling towards Ibe 
Ejng and France.'" It was mnio^ired that the former pdaoos 
of Vmeoines had taken a vov, that, should be leaf^ the 
siiiister dungeon mfe and sound, be would cotisecrate to 
God that mental activity which earthly kings had not known 
how to employ. And, indeed, he entered the monasteiy, 
put on the frock, and became a servant to the mcmks. 

Father Bernard, Pricnr of Port-Salut, had at once to 
moderate the neopbyte^s zeal and austerity. He bad adopted 
the name of Friar Marie Joseph, and bad painted on the 
walls of his cell a skeleton, with the words ^ Cette nuit peat- 
etre — Perhaps to-night," and, lower down, " Se taiie, souSrir 
et mourir — Be silent, suffer, and die.** He took his first 
vows on April 13th, 1817, and was then promoted to the 
dignity of Frere hotelier, whose duty it is to receive 
strangers.* 

» "Sir, 

*< I have had the terrible misfortane to have been a State prisoner 
for two years. 

" The^ made me travel from Hamburg at my own expense, shut me up 
in a matson de minU at my own expense, and mined me. 

** Placed in a dangeon, 1 received four francs a day, which was regularly 
paid me, even at La Force, where I was last impriscmed. 

<< I was set free on April 1st. 

<* Pay for the month of March is therefore owing. 

« Having to return home and being without resouroee, I take the liberty, 
Sir, of askmg you to order that this money be promptly handed to me. 
** Paris, April 10th, 1814. •« Baron G^ramb " 

National Archives, F, 6606. 

^ Biographic gin^rale du Olergi, 
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The monastery of Port-Salut was poor, and as it was found 
to be necessary to purchase land, build a church, etc.. Friar 
Marie Joseph was sent to the neighbouring ch&teaux to ask for 
assistance. His success was prodigious. To find that under the 
rough dress of this mendicant monk there was a most amiable 
and learned man of the world caused universal surprise.^ He 
cheerfully related his adventures, played on the piano with 
skill, discoursed in every European tongue, and sang songs 
with a feeling which brought tears to the eyes of the least 
tender-hearted of his listeners. Moreover, he had lost nothing 
of his vivivcity and bellicose manner. M. de Cheverus, who 
met him at this time, summed up his impressions by saying : 
" Tve seen a barrel of gunpowder under a cowl.**^ 

After assuring the prosperity of the Trappist monastery of 
Port-Salut, Father Geramb — his incognito was quickly 
revealed — left for Alsace, where the Trappist monastery of 
Notre Dame du Mont des Olives was situated. Then, after 
the Revolution of 1830, he undertook a journey to Jerusalem, 
a journey which he has described in a charming book. His 
good humour, simple piety, and good-natured fervour gained 
him a veritable popularity. Two things astonish us. Father 
Geramb did not receive orders, not even the four lowest, and 
he carefully concealed his birthplace. Although he showed 
a preference for Lyons, where he gladly used to stay — 
Mnie. Geramb having died in 1815 — he declared that he was 
not bom there. 

The mystery of his early years and the strangeness of the 
adventures of his youth adde<l fresh lustre to his glory. 
AVlien he came to Rome, in 1837, he so turned everybody's 
heiul that Pope Gregory XVI., fas(*inated like others by the 
Tni[)pist\s eloquence and amiable air of importance, delicately 
remarked : — 

^* There are now two Popes, — il padre Giramb ed io,"^ 

Friar Marie Joseph retunied to France with a golden 
candle which the Pope had sent to Queen Marie Amelie. He 
was seen to mount the staircase at the Tuileries in the full 
dix^ss of an Abbot, with mantle flowing from his shoulders, 
and small mitre resting on his head. And the pioas Queen 

> Souvenirs du Dirtctoire et de rEmpirt, by Mme. la Baronne de V . 
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must have been not a little a^toiiisbod to recognise, in this 
impost iig monk, the gallant pan door whom sbe hjul fonnerly 
kno^^Tj at the Sicilian Court . . • The Rev. FathiiT G^runb 
took a delight} moreover, in insisting on the contrast 

A portrait of him was engraved hi which he is represented 
in his monki^ robess with a long beard, a rather bald head, 
spectacles, his eves rmasei towards a crucifix, ami his band 
resting on a skulk It bears this Iegt*nd : ** Grand Dieu^ a« 
noni de Jesns-Chriat, nn^serirordc." He died Prociiienr 
General of the Order of Tmppista, at Rome, on March 1 5th, 



Mimtfirc4 de Ion*, Bio^raphk ^in^nUt du Clergi^ 
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A PRECIOUS TRIO: 

GRKIVR, BLACHE, AND ROTONDO 

I 
GREIVE 

LouvFXJiENNEs IS a channing place. Apart from a few 
houses of rustic simplicity, clustering around the church, it is 
a village entirely composed of ganlens, tall chestnut trees as 
majestic as Louis XI V.'s periwigs, and orchards which resemble, 
when they are in blossom, the powdered curls of worldly 
abbes. It is a country of latticed pavilions covered with 
climbing roses, and ancient padlocked gates festooned with 
wistaria. At the turning of every lane you obtain a view, 
between clumps of trees, of those lovely hills which have 
been called the Alps of the Seine-et-Oise ; and, surmount- 
ing everything, the noble arches of the Marly aqueduct give 
this ])leasant landsca|)e the Italian air of a piece of scenery by 
Hubert Robert. 

Louvecienncs formerly passessed an extensive chestnut- 
grove, a few ancient trees of which still remain. During the 
closing years of the reign of Louis XVI., the viUagers used to 
assemble tliere on fine days, and Countess du Barry who, by 
kingly favour, remained usufructuary of the little estate 
which she occupied when favourite, did not disdain to go and 
see the people dance. Followed by beplumed Zamor, her 
black jmge-boy, she gracefully swept along under the trees — 
a still slender and desirable woman, although approaching her 
fiftieth year. She was " the lady ^ of the ditttrict, beloved by 
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the poMWlifr I whom she assisted most snimiiioenlly ; she wis 
good nakored and of very easy acccs^ in spite of the porter, 
attbed in the scarlet miifonii of tlie royal gimrd> who acted 
as aentiiMl at her chMeau gates. Some forty yean ago the 
old inhafaitantji of Louvecietmes could recollect — and relate to 
ML VktoriBj) Sardou — having §ecn *' the Counters gtaodingoti 
the iibepB of her hou^^e teasing two white inonkep which 
jumped about after her handkerchief.** I'lieae same old 
people never tired of speaking of her charity and kJndnass 

9ie waa known to he enormously wealthy. Her chakau 
was rqioted to rival Aladdin^s grotto^ everything it contained, 
even indbdiug ordinaTy furniture, beings it was said, of 
gold, precious stones, or rock crj-istal. There were drawem full 
of difunonds^ vooim filk^l witli silver plate^ and a ftuiBcient 
stock of doth of gold and silk to dress a regiment of soldiers. 
Through hearing so much said about these marrels the 
peasants had become indifferent ; they chatted about them* 
but were by no means envious. They were likewise unoffended 
by the unmistakable intimate relations which existed between 
the lady of the manor and the Due de Coss^-Brissac, who was 
often to be seen at the chateauy where he sometimes stayed a 
whole week. 

In short, it seemed as though nothing ought to trouble the 
perfect harmony which reigned between the villagers of 
Louveciennes and the occupants of the chdieau ; and as this 
peaceful hamlet of one hundred and twenty-four families, 
none of whom complained of their lot, was out of the way 
of the main roads and therefore protected against noi^, 
ambitious folk, it was eminently presumable that no incident 
would ever disturb its rustic tranquillity. 

Now, in the early days of the Revolution, a stranger 
appeared in the village, through whidi he slowly promenaded. 
He was again seen in the evening on the Coeur- Volant road, 
and two days later in the royal park at Marly, but this time 
escorted by a companion, who had accompanied hiin half way 
between Voisins and Louveciennes. The stranger returned to 
the village, and, as he remained unseen for some days, people 
were beginning to think no more about him, when they learnt 
that he had been lodging for some time past with the inn- 
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keeper, Francois Renault — i la Louve andemie. (Such 
punning sign-boards, over which simple-minded people went 
into raptiu^es, were then all the fashion.) The man boarded 
there, saw nobody, and, at any rate, in the daytime did not 
go out. All that Pcre Renault knew about him was that he 
was an Englishman named Greive or Grieve^ who spoke 
French perfectly, and delivered little discourses of the subject 
of which the inn-keeper knew little, but which he compared, 
as regards purity of language and elevation of thought, to the 
sermons of the parish cure. 

Greive had been living at Louveciennes " for some time 
past, without becoming known in the Commune,^ when, on 
the morning of January 11th, 1791, a rumour threw the whole 
district into a state of alarm. Taking advantage of Mme. 
du Barry^s absence in Paris, where she had gone to spend the 
night with Brissac, burglars had broken into the chdteau and 
carried off her diamonds — " the Golconda treasure,^ — 
including ring-cases, cameos, ancient emeralds, necklaces of 
a hundred and sixty brilliants, strings of a hundred pearls, 
solid gold chandeliers, opera-glasses, precious boxes, and even 
" a relicjuary of purest gold.'' In all, jewels to the value of 
two million francs had been stolen ! 

WhiLst messengers were hastening to Paris to inform the 
Countess, the peasants set about an inquiry. The chdteau 
had a large staff. In addition to SaJanave, the butler, 
Denis Morin, the valet, and the three trustworthy women, 
Fresnoye, Couture, and Roussel, there were the negro Zamor, 
the lackey Fremont, the hair-dresser Pr^try, the postilion 
Augustin, the floor-polisher Deliant, the navvy Picard, the 
door-keeper of the pavilion Gueguegoin, and many others, 
who were as surprised as they were dismayed. None of these 
could be suspected ; but they had neglected to keep a close 
watch over the property, and people expressed great astonish- 
ment that thieves had been able to enter a house inhabited 
by so many persons. They had got in by breaking the 
Venetian blind and a window-pane of the ante-room, which 
they reached by means of a ladder. In this room was the 
piece of furniture containing the jewels. As to the scarlet 
' Dictionary of National Biography. 
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clad (jorter wbo was j^iipptised to keep gimrd aI tlie rhuifmt 
^tcs^ — a youiig soldier of eighteen, named Badou^ — be hnd 
disfippeaml. During tlie day, however, he was found &t 
some diiitaiicc from Louvecieoneis siill drunk, and wiUraat m 
recollection of anj^thing^ except that men whom he did mi 
know had enticed him to a wine-sliop. 
■ The Countesfl. actxjmnanied hv Denis Morin, wlio had gone 
*!» Paris to f "* luring tJje afternoon in a 

carriage and h by fifty Swiss grenadti!fi 

whom »he had requii^n ling through Courbefde^* 

and found the whnle ^ >led in front of biT jiut 

gates* A Vers % dt^i, med Barth^t^niy Pitas — a 

clever mjui, who^ lat ttunjueH^ double, Ouhcnc^ 

the nuirderei* of the u bfGBs mail, — was making 

a preliminary inquiry, l te of hh perspicadly, the 

day went by without Lie being di^*o\*ertHl* 'tbt 

CiiJic wa8 wrapjietl in ui^nu^^ tu.^ it began to be nunoured 
not only that **thc robbery was a bogus one,'* but that 
the Countess herself was playing a comedy, in onla* to 
guard against a possible confiscation of the best of hcT 
jewels. 

Thin suggestion was due to Greive, who that evening* for 
the first time, held forth to the \inager5 of Lou%*€ciennes; 
He revealed his relations with Zamor, who " alxmdoned by 
tlie whole world, had cast himself on his bo.som to seek' 
protection against his enemies aod the consolations of &ieiid- 
sliip ^ ; he called the Countess '' a Bacchante crowned with 
ivy and roses"*'; and when> three days later, a reward of 
two thousand lonis was offered for the discovery of the thieves, 
he mrHlifietl the effect of this tempting offer, anxious as he 
was that a j^earch should not Ije mackv by reading an article 
in the lUvolutions dc Paris in which the burglary of January 
11th was treated as a pure legend. This article, whidi was 
anonymous, was undoubtedly written by Greive himself, who 
circulated it in the village and lectured the peasants so 
thoroughly that, a week later, nobody in Louveciennes 
believed any longer in the reality of the buiglary. On 
February 15th, however, it was learnt that the Countess had 
^ RivciiUionB de Paris, No 81. 
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left for London, where her jewels were said tx) have been 
found, and this somewhat disconcerted people. But on 
G reive being consulted — he had become the oracle of the 
district — ^he declared that " the comedy was complete, and 
that the Bacchante had discovered an excellent means of 
emigrating, after having skilfully removed her fortune 
abroad.*" Zamor chimed in by stating that ** the robbery 
was an idea which had not appeared natural to him.^ 

Grcive is a mystery. Most of Mme. du Barry's historians 
ignore this personage, who does not figure officially in any legal 
proceedings ; some mention his existence, but, utterly ignorant 
of his birth and antecedents, are led into erroneous conjectures 
as to his motives. One of them even supposes that he was 
seized with a violent passion for Mme. du Barry, and that 
becaasc she rejected his adviuices he revenged himself by 
persecuting her. Another regards him as an apostle of 
Jacobinism, who took a delight in attacking the woman who 
best {)ersonified " the dishonour of the old regime^ But 
jHirhaps the truth is more prosaic. 

George Grieve, who was neither lover nor Jacobin, was 
forty -two years of age when he came to Louveciennes. . His 
father, Richard Grieve, — such is the correct orthography of 
the name. — was an attorney in the town of Alnwick, in the 
neighbourhood of which the Dukes of Northumberland 
|X)ssesscd a magnificent residence. Since the days of the 
grandfather Ralph, registrar of Alnwick, who was expelled 
from the to^Ti council in 1694, the Greives had been 
constantly at loggerheads with the lords of the manor. 
George inherited this characteristic and gave full play to his 
menUil independence. He lost his father in 1765, and on the 
occasion of his inheritance brought an action against the 
State. Dissatisfied with the decision of the judges, he urged 
the workmen of Alnwick to revolt, placed himself at their 
head, broke down the toll-bars, was prosecuted, and fled. 
Retuniing to put his affairs definitely in order, Greive rapidly 
squandered his heritage as a democrat, an unremunerative 
profession in England, and, reduced to great straits, crossed 
the Atlantic. He offered his revolutionary ardour to Young 
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America ;^ he was seen at tbe houses of Washingtoii and 
Franklin ; he spoke in a hig)i time and showed himself a good 
deal ; but did not soooeed in finding employinenty thoii|^ he 
tried to give a journey whidi he made in Holland during 
the winter of 178S the air of a diplomatic mission. 

At its very outset, the French Bevolotion appeared to 
men of this type to be an adminiUe field far opentioiis. 

What a prey this noble and sincere countiy, Knuioe, an 
admirer of all sorts of Utopias, a believer in eveiy fann of 
fedisehood, and a patient sufferer of every form of aervitnde— 
what a prey this country, overflowing with enoo^ marvds to 
flood the universe, was to be for the vagabonds and cat-Huoats 
of the entire world ! Greive cast his eyes on LoaveciemMB, 
where there was a defencdess woman,— isolated by reason of 
her past, a handful of simple-minded peasants, and treasure 
whidi could easily be stolen. • • • It was a first-dass ** job^* 
and in order to cany it out successjfully Greive took two other 
scoundrels into partnership. The first of these was a man 
named Blache, alias Dumas, a common spy who worked in 
the suburbs of Versailles but particularly in the Canton of 
Marly. He was one of those men who, without any other 
mandate than the title of " order bearer,*" or '' revolutionary 
agent,^ arrived one fine day in some small town, set them- 
selves up as powerful officials, who requisitioned, imprisoned, 
and terrorised the inhabitants, and then suddenly disappeared 
before people had dared to ask them on whose authority 
they acted. The other accompUcc was an Italian named 
Rotondo, who said he was a professor of Latin, English, and 
Italian, and that he had kept " a patriotic and national school 
of languages for pupils of both sexes at the former Priory of 
Saint Martin des Champs.*" 

Greive, Blache, and Rotondo — such was the name of the 
finn which took in hand what they themselves called the 
affaire de Louveciennes. The person acquainted ^^-ith the 
true and inner history of this precious trio would know more 
about the Revolution than if he had learnt by heart all the 
official documents with which our libraries are crowded. 

^ George Tail's History of Alnwick. See also, An Enylufh Acicr in the 
French Bevolution, Edinburgh Review, October 1887. 
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They divided the work between them. Blache was the 
bloodhound and Greive the one who put their plan into 
execution ; whilst Rotondo, in all probability, acted as scout. 
As to the poor woman who was in the hands of these three 
scoundrels, I shall later quote a letter written by the last- 
named, showing the nature of her position. 

It must be explained that Mme. du Barry, after spending 
a fortnight in London, returned to Louvecienncs on March 4th. 
A month later she again left for England, and this second 
absence lasted until May 21st. But these two journeys did not 
result in tlie recovery of her jewels. The thieves had been 
arrested by the London police at the very moment they were 
selling the Countesses diamonds for a ridiculously small price 
to a City Jew named Simon.^ She recognised them to be 
hers, and the evidence of Rouen, her goldsmith, whom she 
had brought with her, was sufficiently clear as to leave no 
doubt as to the origin of the jewels found in the possession 
of the thieves. These were five in number, including only 
one Frenchman, a native of Issoire, named Ixjvet,* and 
they lived like fighting cocks at Newgate Prison at the 
ex|X!nse of the Countess, who daily visited them in the 
ho{)e of persuading at least one of them to confess his guilt. 
But they all remained immovable, knowing very well that, 
unless they confessed, there was not a court in England 
which could condemn them for an offence committed abroad. 
The only decision which Mme. du Barry obtained from the 
Lord Mayor was one ordering her to pay the Jew Simon the 

1 ** On arriving in London, these five gentlemen went to an inn in the 
City and aakcd for a single bedroom, which appeared astonishing. Thev 
then ordered a good dinner, and, as their equipage did not inspire much 
confidence, told the landlord that they had not yet changed their money, 
but that they would have plenty on the following day. Having made 
this ditjicloHure, they called upon a rich lapidary, named Simon, and 
oiTcred him several mamonds of great value for about a sixth of what they 
were worth. He first of all purchased these stones for £1500, and then 
asked if they had any more. On receiving a reply in the affirmative, ho 
went and gave information to the Mayor, who captured the entire band. 
The thieves were searched, and although the^ hurriedly throw the lar^ 
diamonds into the fire, the greater part of their booty has been recovered. 
The one who acted as interpreter to this band of rascals is an Englishman, 
who is well known to have taken part in a large number of rooberies." 
Public Advertiser, February 20th, 1791. 

« The LtUtn of Hcrxiu Walpole, vol ix. 
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rewaid ol' %0W louls ^hicli she had Tniprndently ofFereil for 
the diBOOvery of the thieves. She obeyed, but did not 
leoo^er her diamond's which, by oirler of the authorities, 
were deposited at Messrs. Rjin^on, I^tarlmid and C^^ hajikera, 
awaiiang a definite juilginentT which was oever givfn. 

lliwarled, she mtiinied tci Loureciennei^, whirh hbc imidlj 
expected to be able to rct^ogiiise. Nothing proves Grei^e's 
complictty with Level and his companions better than 
the implaiiable obf^tinacy with which he pei^^ecntad hut 
after hsr airival, Mme. (hi Bai'ry w*a>; guilty, in bb eyc5^ of 
wishing to recover her treasures^ and hi?* object, in which be 
was soooef^ful, w as to ^top her mouth. Obligt^l at find to nham 
a oertaill amount of resen'C, lie did not completely reveal hi* 
hand aatil after iViigust 10th. On that day he became master 
of Lcmveiieiin&.s, Hercely calUng himself ^'the fntrtnl ^H 
IVanUiii and Matut, fir^t-dass factfoni^t and anarchic m^^ 
disorganLser of despotism in the two hemispheres,"^ Zamor, 
whom the Countess had to dismiss, had been led astray by 
him ; and she daily felt that she was losing the respect and 
affection which servants and peasants had formerly shown her. 
Brissac was no longer there to give her his protecticm. A 
prisoner at Orleans, and about to be brought before the High 
Court, he sent his aide-de-camp Maussabre, a young officer of 
eighteen, with brief letters. 

One day, on August 19th, a band of S50 armed ^ patriots,* 
led by Xavier Audouin, marched along the Bougival road on 
their way to Marly. The ascent being steep and the day a 

warm one, they stopped, amidst mudi shouting, to drinL 

Greive addressed them, proposing a visit to the *^ Bacchante^ 
— "the former mistress of Sardanapolis.^ The band erf 
ruffians immediately rushed off to the chateau^ burst open the 
doors, and discovered Maussabre hidden behind a bed. He 
was seized, thrust out of doors, amidst hoots, thrown into a 
cart, and sent to the Abbaye Prison — with a fix^-dass 
recommendation, since, a fortnight later, at the time pec^ 
were being executed by hundreds, he was smoked in a chimney, 
riddled with bullets fired point blank, and, as ^^he would 
not die,^ finished off in the street with blows fix>m iron bars. 

It was Brissac^s turn a week later. He was massacml at 
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Versailles with other Orleans prisoners, and his body, hacked 
into pieces, was divided among the murderers. A man 
named Guy, alias Mignon, brought his parents at Buc a 
souvenir in the shape of " a foot of the corpse covered with 
a silk stocking and a new shoe.^ Another, named Cabouet, 
of Neauphle, cut oft' the dead man'*s fingers and distributed 
them among his friends. Three bojrs, aged from fifteen to 
sixteen, detached the head from the body, and, after fixing 
it on a dung-fork, moved it from side to side as they walkecl 
or thrust it, with loud laughter, into the faces of women 
whom they encountered, with the request — "Citoyennc, 
baisez Brissac ! ^ Thas did they proceed — jesting and drink- 
ing — along the road to Louveciennes, where a fine game was 
suggested to them. Someone guided them to the chateau^ 
and, as the windows were open, they hurled Brissac's head 
into the drawing-room.^ 

It mast be admitted that Gi-eive had done everything he 
could to spare the Comitess the sorrow of surviving her 
lover. He denounceil her daily. On September 2nd, seeing 
that the people hat! a taste for blood, he announced in the 
newspapers that she was very seriously compromised and 
already imprisoned, hoping that this would diraw attention 
to her. But he failed in his object, and the duel recom- 
menced. ITie Countess, who did not abandon the hope of 
recovering her diamonds, made a fresh application to the 
English couits, leaving for England in October, 1792, and 
remaining absent for five months. Either because she was 
unaware of the danger, or because — as appeared later — she 
ilid not wish to lose all the treasures stored at Louveciennes, 
she returned there at the end of March 1793, only to find, 
however, that seals had been affixed on the furniture, and 
that Blache and Greive had taken possession of the chateau. 
IX»creeing that such a long absence was equivalent to 
emigration, they had appointed themselves custodians of 
her treasures, and lived in her hoase as though they were 
in their own homes. However, Mme. du Barry peacefully 
went to reside with one of her nieces. Mile. Graillet, whose 
bister, Mme. Laneuville, lived with her husband in the kitchen- 
> Courrier/ran^cus, September 15Ui, 1792. 
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garden house. But this quiet state of things was not to lasL 
Greive was continually with the Committee of General Ssfiety. 
He succeeded in having a watch pkoed over ^Citojenne^ da 
Barry at her domicile, — an incomplete success whkfa he frl- 
lowed up on July3rd,whenheappeaiedat the bar of the Con- 
vention, accompanied by five or six patriots, with an applicA- 
tion, ^ in the name of morality,^ for the Countess^ head. 

But the poor woman had still oae friend left, an anknown 
friend — perhaps a lover — ^named Lavallery, cxmunisaaiy far 
the department of Seine-et-Oise. He got the inhabitants of 
Louvedennes to sign a petition in fiivour of ^ the lady,* sod 
she was set free. Greive, fiirious with vexation, revenged 
himself on the peasants by using violence and fhreab. 
SeisEed with terror, all the servants at the chdieau — ^with one 
exception*-— came over to / his side. Hastening to the 
Committee, he at last succeeded in obtaining an older 
for impriKonment, and, by virtue of the same decree, a reward 
of 3000 francs for his patriotic eflTorts. On the following 
day — September 22nd — he returned to Louvccicnnes, escorted 
by the soldiers who were to arrest his victim. On triuiuph- 
antly presenting himself at the chutvauj the inTctched 
woniiui, seeing tliat she was last, attempted to flee. But she 
was overtaken at the bottom of the park, and the crie» 
which she uttered as the men placed tlieir hands upon her, 
the sobs which were heard as the carriage passed through the 
gates, were enough — in the wortls of a man who chanced 
to be present — " to melt the heart of a stone.*" ^ 

In the evening of the same day she slept at La Force, 
which she left, as we know, but to go to the Tribmial and the 
scaffold. There is one thing, however, which we cannot even 
conceive until we have examined the very domcr which 
FoiKiuicr-Tinville had in his possession, and that is the 
ferocity with which Greive tracked his victim to the grave. 

1 PriirUe Ii\formation. We also find the following note in Alfred 
A5*8clino*8 Victor Hwjo Intime : " P(?re Bricard, who conducted us, told 
U8 some most interesting stories. He it was who, long ago, pku^ed seals on 
Mine, du Barry's residence. The details of the poor woman's arrest arc 
heartrending. There is, indeed, nothing on earth so ferocious as the 
people once they are let loose. Note that the inhabitante of Lonveciennes 
who insulted Mme. du Barry and surrendered her to the revoluti<»iarjr 
tribunal had until then lived on her kindness." 
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During the two months which elapsed between her arrest and 
first exann'nation, he did a tremendous amount of work in 
getting together all the elements of the case for the prosecution. 
He numbered and analysed documents, accumulated the 
counts, and classified them with an ardour "which made 
Fouijuier-Tinville's zeal appear lukewann in comparison.*" 
lie (irew up a list of witnesses, went to see them, dictated 
the replies which they were to make, and decided on their 
civic morality according to the number of counts which they 
could bring fom'ard. Those whom he feared might give 
evidence in favour of the accused were declared, in advance, 
to be aristocrats and enemies of the law, and were placed on 
a footing with the basest malefactors. Unfaithful ser\'ants, 
discrharged valets, and infonners gorged with plunder — such 
were the men whom Greive would bring into court He 
offered to examine them, draw up their depositions, and 
" undertake any work or useful inquiries ^ at Louveciennes or 
Marly. He headed the list of witnesses with his omti 
name. ... It is permissible to say that he supplied the 
public prosecutor (who, moreover, used in his speech for the 
prosecution "a three-page document which Greive handed 
him *") with a head all ready for the guillotine. 

But this was not the only matter which occupied his 
thoughts. On the night following the Countess'*s arrest, 
Greive took entire possession of the Chateau de Louveciennes, 
and remained there for more than six months. Five men, 
each of whom the mmiicipality paid forty-five jfoiis a day,* 

* ** Department of SeineetOM:. Confiscated property. Versailles diRtrict, 
La Dubarri. Statement of money owing to the men who composed the 
arme<l f^uard at the house of La Dubarri from the 6th of Flori*al to the 
11th of Thermidor, in all three months and five days, namely : — 

Herdville, 3 months 5 days fr. c. 

at2fr. 580U8 21.^15 



To Citizens^ 



Lepage, „ „ 213.15 



enage, 
cfort. 



I^fort, „ „ 21.3.15 

Tenot Junior, „ „ ...213.15 

Colombell, „ „ 213.15 



Fr. 1005.75 
Louveciennes, the 12th of Thermidor, Year IL 

Signed : Drlcroz 
Lkquov." 
If. Vidorien Sardou*8 Cabinet of A^Oographs, 
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mounted giianl aramifl tlie walls, so that no one fJiould dis- 
turb him duj ing his work. Ajt^isit^ bj Zanior» bis pt>intcT, 
he ihVcovci^til tin t* iioruiouH number of axstly artirW hid Jen at 
miKhnii in n dung-heap, in a gardener's hut, in M>tiie isMk^ of* 
bran, and in the bedroom of a woman named Roitssd. Tliaie 
articleei included a sack of rubier, a portrait of Loui** XV, 
drt-sHod as a Carmelite^ tlie " fauious^ gold dinner-ser\icc mA 
with emeralds, *iomc loui* d'or, and a number of 
medalsi. . . . Gmvc ishut himself up with thea 
On ttic chateau gateM was the notice " Defeme d^'entiw^-Nff 
entrance,'" and whoever disturbed the Englt2<%hniaa during \m 
work ran the risk of being sent to the guillotina Hi* wish 
was to make out the inventories alone. As be had feoeiivd 
authority from the Committee of General Safefy •* to am»l 
any pem>n who had taken fmrt in the coospimey of the 
fonuer migtrcas of Louis XV.^ all her senants bad beai 
iniprisonefl, some at T^ FoiTe and others at the lieeollets, at 
Versailles, and could only obtain their freedom by denoundDg 
their employer. And this they did not hesitate to da 
Denis Morin was the only one who remained £Buthful to his 
benefactress, so he was guillotined. Again it was Greive who 
drew up the indictment.^ A warrant was issued for the 
arrest of Lavallery, the departmental commissary who had 
shown a little regiud for the former lady of the manor ; but 
he fled, and his body was foimd in the Seine. Evaryone 
whom Greive suspected might be able to throw li^t cm the 
diamond robbery was to die. The Chevalier d'*Escourre, a 
privileged visitor to the chdteau who had accompanied the 
Countess to London ; Labondie, his nephew, who might 
have received some secret fix)m him ; Vandeniver, the 
banker who knew better than anyone the amount of Mme. 
du Barry's fortune and the value of her art objects ; and his 
son, who might also be acquainted with these facts — all were 
guillotined. . . . Terror reigned at Louveciennes. Greive, 
who had shut himself up in the chdteau in the midst of an 
indescribable accumulation of marvels, had the peasants 
brought before him one by one. He ill-treated them, 
^^ twisted them around his little finger,"" and threatened them 

1 l>tMban,LalMmagogieml793. See also 3ra<Mma<iifdWvet,W30S--30&. 
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with the guillotine unless they revealed what they knew of 
trejtsiirt»s buried or concealed by the villagers ; for valuables 
were being discovered everywhere. At the foot of almost 
every tree there was a hoaixl, and jewellery and watches were 
found even in the ornamental waters at Af arly. A distracted 
woman — Greive had accascd her of being a receiver of stolen 
property — cut her tliroat to escape the guillotine ; Deliant, a 
former employee at the cMteaUj who had assisted in hiding a 
gold dinner-ser\'ice, died of fright on entering the Versailles 
prison ; and his wife cut her throat with a razor.* . . . Gold 

^ " Commanication from the members of the commission sent to 
Louvecienncd for the purpose of discovering the property of La Dubarry 
to citizens Lacroix and Musset, representatives of the people on a mission 
at Versailles, the 28th of Frimaire, in the 2ud year of the Kepublic. 

*' Citizen-representatives, 

'* Until wc can give a complete acconnt of all our operations, we send 
you a copy of the report of one which particularly deserves your 
attention. 

** Wc had already questioned persons suspected of having hidden 
objects in the house. A woman and her husband had Ix^en examined 
several times because they would only declare articles when prc8He<l to do 
so, or when betrayed by their accomplices. The woman and her mother 
were still in our presence, having just returned from pointing out the spot 
at the Marly ornamental waters where they had thrown precious articles, 
when several citizens, male and female, joyfully entered with a watch, 
enriched with diamonds, which two women had found in one of the said 
waters. Neither the woman nor her mother had said that this watch was 
among the articles which they had thrown away, although they were 
convicted of having hidden the chain in a dung-heap, where it hsul been 
found before our arrival, with many other costly articles. 

** Wo cannot describe to you, citizen representatives, the scene which 
took place before our eyes. On the one hand was acknowledged crime, 
crushing the guilty couple, who sought excuses in vain, and turning pale 
with fear implored our ])ardon ; on the other was resplendent virtue, 
relieve<l of a heavy burden. A young girliwas at her mother's side, who 
enthusiastically shared her satisfaction ; a young woman who had assisted 
in the dist'overy was side by side with her husband, who was delighted to 
have a wife worthy of being held up as a model to his fellow-citizens. 

*' Other honest folk had come with these, but they brought only a few 
crystal bottles, which were also found in one of the ornamental waters. 
Whilst envying their more fortunate companions, they shared in the 
common joy. All seemed to receive rather than to give, and all were 
contented, with the exception of the two guilty women, who were still 
present, and whose grief and remorse increased in proportion to the 
general gaiety. 

** Wo have derided, citizen representatives, that these two young 
women deserve to be intnxluced to you, and that you will perhaps think 
it fitting, in onler to reward them, and as an encouragement to others to 
perform tine actions, to present them to the people assembled in the 
Temple of Reason, at the next decatli at Versailles. If you do this and 
present them yourselves, they and their good relatives wiU be well paid 
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had farongfat a cane HfkHi this smiliiig village, fiarmcrij so 
calm, but every house of wfaidi had now its dvuna. 

What became of all thu wealth is a mjaierj. It is aud 
that Grave drew up inventoiy after inventoiyy and bSk 
announdng approadung sales were posted npi Bat time 
passed, and nothing was done. Nowhere can we find a vefcr- 
ence either to rq^ular confiscation or to an honestly oondnctid 
sale ; and even the diamcmds, deposited in Londmi by oider 
of the judicial anthorities, disappeared. Big pieces of fiinii- 
ture remained at I^ouvedcames, and long after the BevoIatioB 
fragmoits of this mighty wreck were to be fixmd in the 
villagers'* homes. 

Tlie three scoundiek who were responsible fbrthismin met 
with difierent fiites. Bladie worked finr the secret police; 
Rotondo, before the ^job^ was completed, committed the 

imprudence of returning to Piedmont, and what happened to 
him there we shall see later. As to Greive, he tried to reach 
Holland at the end of the Terror, but was arrested on the 
way, brought back to Marly, and in his turn taken to the 
R^Uets Prison.^ However, he did not remain there long, 
having those arguments at his disposal which will open any 
prison door. He departed with the con\iction that he had 

for their noble action, and will all the more cherinh the Revolution which 
is already enabling the people to realise its rights, its duties and its 



' Shall we inform you of the final catastrophe in this equally sorrowful 
and comforting scene? The guilty woman, returning home to her sick 
husband, passed the night in mournful silence. In the morning, finding 
a means of escaping the eve of her custodians, she cut her throat-, after 
throwing other precious jewels out of the window. Her hand wu 
arrested and the wound is not fatal. Judge, citia^en representatives, and 
inform us of your wishes. We wiU carry out whatever you decide. 

** HouDON, jufft de pair, Faoquet, 

ViLLETTK, HUYi, LfSAOB, 

BiCAULT, mayor," 

M, Victorien Sardou'a Cabinet o/AutographL 

^ <<The 19th of Frimaire, Year IIL Citizen CortemineUo, national 
gendarme at Versailles, has brought to the prison of the Department a 
man named Greive Georges, formerly a conunissary to the Committee of 
General Safety of the Convention." 

(in the margin) '* The man herewith mentioned has been placed under 
the charge of Citizen Cezard, national gendarme at Versailles, by order 
of the VorsaiUes Comity de surveillance. MistroloU" — Regi^cr of the 
Veraailles Prison, 
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for ever escaped the suspicion of his contemporaries and even 
the curiosity of posterity, little suspecting that a police agent, 
who knew everything but who had said nothing — it may have 
been Blache — was to write the following words on the first 
sheet of the dossier relating to the robbery of 1791, which he 
had found in a forgotten portfol'o : — 

" The thief was an Englishman named Grele or Graile (**V), 
who has never been suspected.*" ^ 

It is said that Greive returned to America, where, in the 
philasophic-revolutionary jargon which he habitually used, he 
spoke of his virtue, his incorruptible soul, and his sensibility. 
He recalled the important part which he had played in the 
French Revolution, and boasted of having contributed as his 
share seventeen heads to the. executioner. But time made 
him wiser, he bragged less, ended by no longer alluding to 
the subject, and returned to France. Doubtless he felt drav n 
to that paradise of mountebanks where self-assurance takes 
the lead of all merit. Did he feel a desire to see once more 
the hamlet where terror had made him master, and that little 
chateau on the hill buried in tall trees where he had lived 
amidst a dazzling array of precious stones, rare marbles, 
costly stuffs, and golden plate ? I can imagine what he 
must have experienced if he ever prowled — at dusk, so as not 
to be seen — near these walls where the phantom of the poor 
creature who has left there so much of her life still hovers. 
\Vhoever passes between the out-houses of the former 
chateau and the closed gates of the pavilion^ along that alley 
underneath the bright green grass of which lie the huge pipes 
of the engine, whose moiuiiful sound cast a gloom over 
Louis XV., is still haunted by a thought of the unhappy 
woman, her cheeks ablaze and her black hair ^ cut level with 

* Dictionnaire de Jed, 

^ " Yo8, black whatever may have been said on the subject ; or at least 
aidmm^ as the description put down at Sainte-P6Iagie shows. In the 
following narrative, written by an eye witness, and which must be| given 
in its entirety, it will be noticed that reference is made to the 'most 
Iteautiful black hair.' 

'* On arriving at the Pont-au-Chanse, I found that a fairly large crowd 
had assembled. I had no need to ask the reason, for an explanation was 
soon forthcoming. I heard piercing screams in the distance, and imme- 
diately saw the deadly cart which Harare, in one of his habitual fits of 
gaiety, called the hi^rt dta vivanU^ leave the oourtyard of the Palais de 
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the nape of her nedc, dukkingiridi tarvor in die art vUdb ' 
IxM^hertothe giiillotiDe — can still hear the hoane tsppai 
which made even the bbu6 Funaani of Uiaae days dmUv: 
^Enoore un mcMiiait, Moniaeur le hoamaal* and the 



JoitioeL In thM ^ahkle, whkAi dowly «aproiJied Uim plaw what I wm 
vtanding, wm % wmuui wlioM libo»'aUnadfl^ aad gatiuM ai^MBt' ~ 
deepeit mpair. Now daep wd^ now dgadlj p«l% JtrMJi^ ia th»l 
of the e»«otttfaper and big ■wjiitintt, who haa dmeal^yla 
hersMt; sad ntlming thosB tatriUe orini^iah I hav^i 
■healtemrtelyappeiikdfortlMirpitjaadtfaitof tlMCMi^ Am 

Mme. dn Buij wno wm baiiur tainn to the ponMd . • . 

•'BnlMhr dothad in white, like llerie Antoiaotte who^ a fcw ^ 
before, had peflHd along the aunevoato,' 
hataraeaated 



aeaated bv a pen thiawa «ff«r a egflft 
with ^enne of her aeolvM to Mai 
ad toeaeottBoa i hat that ia fraatMl 




formed a oontnat aiailar to that i 

Her hair at the book waaent level with thi 

in tiie ease of those who are being led 

eveiy moment over her focehead, owing to 

part of her iaoe. ^Ih hesvan's nsms^ mjr fHends, SBva ais I* i 

the midst of sobs sad tesrs. « In hesTsn's aaaw, aava ma. 11 

done hsrm to snyoas. 8s.Te me 1* 

<< The frantio terror of tUs wretdhed 1 
among the people that not one of those who had come to insult her during 
her last moments had the conrage to ntter a word. Everybody around her 
seemed stupefied, and no other cries hnt hers were heard. But these cries 
were so piercing that I have not the slightest doubt they would hsre 
deadened those of the crowd had it thought fit to utter them. 

'* I said just now that nobody had the courage to insult her. I am 
wrong. A man, only one man, dressed with a certain amount of elegsnce. 
raised his voice at the moment that Mme. du Barry, passing just opnosite 
me, shouted to the people : ' My life I my Ufe ! spare my uie, ana I will 
give all my property to the nation.' ' You cannot give to the natioo 
what already belongs to it,* replied this man, ' since the tribunal has just 
confiscated your property.* A coal-dealer standing in front of the speaker 
turned round and boxocl his ears, an action which gave me a keen sense 
of pleasure. 

'* As we know, she continued her screams and straggled frantically to 
escape the hand of death, which was already upon her, all the way to' the 
guillotine. We also know that on reaching the scaffold force had to be 
used to attach her to the deadly plank, and that her last words were these : 
* Pardon ! pardon ! Monsieur le bourreau ! Give me a moment more, mister 
executioner ! a moment. . . .* And then all was over." WalloD, 
Hifitoirt du Tribunal Rivolutionnaire, voL ii, p. 235. Black hair. Here 
we have a statement which must be accented ; and the description 
{auburn AatV) given on the Marly passport, in addition to that wnttes 
down on her arrival at the prison, is stilt more nnexceptionable. 1V> ssy 
that a piece of evidence is valueless because it happens to be awkward is 
too easy a way of getting over a difficulty. But I do not see the slightest 
reason why tliis should trouble us. Mme. du Barry had liffht hair in her 
tranquil days, they were auburn at the time of her arrest, and black after 
her captivity. It is evident, therefore, that her hair was natnrally very 
dark, and that ' she used thoso bleaching solutions which are almost 
universally employed nowadays by foshicmable ladies. Numerous refer- 
ences bearing on this matter place my contention beyond a shadow c^ a 
doubt. 
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atixx*ious remark to the efTcct that " the knife cut badly into 
her fat neck . . .*" But Greive, in all probability, never 
drcanit of these things. Under the Empire he had taken up 
his residence in the Rue de TEveque at Brussels ; and the 
** first-class anarchist ^ of former times had become a quiet 
person of independent means. He died there on February 23rd, 
1809, at the age of sixty-one.* 

Hie recollection of his astonishing proconsulate has not 
survived at Louvecieunes. His name, like that of Mme. du 
Rirry, who is hardly less forgotten, is unknown there. But 
there are still people in the village who preserve the tradition 
of buried treasures, which still, it is said, lie hidden in the 
earth. A few years ago, some men who were searching the 
ground in the enclosure, near the chateau^ discovered a skull 
buriefl under a few inches of sand. It was Brissac'^s head, 
which, on September 9th, 1792, had been rolled out of the 
drawing-room into the ganlen and hastily buried, level with 
the earth, under a grass-plot. They interred it in a hole dug 
outside tlie walls, along the Prunay road. 



II 
BLAGUE 

More prudent than Greive, Blache has left no trace 
behind him. 

Wlmt was his descent, what became of him, and in con- 
sequence of what adventures did he become connected with 
the revolutionary |K)licc ? We possess no indication, nothing 
but the following very indefinite note : — 

" Blache^ Hutcl Conty, Rue Jean Saint-Denis^ near the Rue 
de Ikauvais^ was formerly a bailiflf at Renncs. Sentenced there 

1 ** The 24th day of Fobniory, year 1809, at ten o'clock. Certificato of 
the death of (teorgcR (treivo, independent sentlonian, who died on the 23rd 
of thifl month at half-jmst five oViock in tne evening, aged 61 yean, bom 
at Newcastel, America (Wr), living in the Rno de rKv£qne, 5th section, 
No. 1415. ()n the declaration of Jone Weverberg, aged thirty -nine, 
iiMle]K>ndont gentleman, neighbour, and Pierre JoRcph NicoUui Vom, 
servant, aged twenty-one, same street, neighbour, who herewith signed. 
. . .^'—Bruueia MunidpcU Archives, 
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for fbigery, he tacKpci to Bngbmiij iHiere he TCmaiiied fir tfi 
montlM. For die put fiMir months he hM been in Fuii^vidMnl 
means of aabdsfeenee. He represents himsdf asm patriot^ nskcs 
frequent demmcistions to die Committee of General SkbHf, and 
obtains the pablieation of articles In an evenlQg nevipspcr. 
He is possibly one of Pitt's agents. His plaee of vesidenceis 
unknown. Hake inquiries about him Ikon Qtiaen Oohlav 
Minister of Justice, and firom the Monti^nard dqmties of IDe- 
et-Vilalne. 

» This man is now emplojed by die Committee of Genoal 
Safety, and Uvea at the above address." > 

Investigations at Bennes show, however, that the first of 
these statements is enaneoos. Hie name of Bladie is 
nowhere to be found — neither in the reg ist er s of birthsi nor 
in those of la Toumelle^ where his sentence would ham been 
recorded. 

But Blache, for some reason or other, was undoubtedly in 
London in 1791. Wallon states that he taught French there. 
He had also formed relations with Grcive, who set him to 
watch Mme. du Barry during her stay in England. AVhen 
Greive got up his case against the poor woman, and made a 
display of all the witnesses who could be brought forward to 
impeach her, he set great value on ^^ his colleague ^ Blache, 
whom he recommended to Fouquier-Tinville in the following 
terms: — 

^'Blache, alias Dumas^ Commissary of the Committee of 
General Safety to the forty-eight sections of Paris, living at 
the former H6tel de Province, Rue da Temple, will prove to yoa 
all her aristocratic connections in London . . . the protection of 
the court and courtiers which she enjoys, and the confession 
made to him at Louveciennes that^ in violation of the law, she was 
in regular correspondence with Mortemart and other imigris" ^ 

Moreover, on every page of Greive's manuscript we meet 
with such references as these : " Ask Blache,^ ** See Blache,^ 
or " Blachc ^-ill inform you.** To use a slang expression 
employed by French thieves, they were manifestly de mrche-- 
that is, accomplices. 

» National Archiijes, V, 4654. 
' « National Archives, W. 16 sod 16 W. 900. 
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Blaclie'^b deposition is, in fact, full of minute details. As 
soon as Greive had informed him of the Countess'*s arrival in 
Ix>ndon, he must have greatly n^lected his pupils in order 
to follow " the Tyrant's ^ fonner mistress step by step. Thus, 
he reports having seen Mmc. du Barry " get into a carriage 
with lafemme Calonne the day after her arrival.*" 

'* On the occasion of this first visits" he adds^ ** she took rooms 
at the house of a man named Grenier, in Jermin {nc) Street. 
Cirenier was formerly a cook to the Due d*Orl^ans in Paris^ and 
since settling down in London has been his agent and butler. 

*' La Dubarry's second visit to London was made shortly after 
her return to France. She lived in Marguerite Street, Oxford 
(Street?), where she received all the 6tmgrt's of the upper 
classes and continued her relations with lafemme de Calonne. 

'' La Dubarry went back to France and returned (to I^ondon) 
in October, 1792. Saint-Fard, putative brother of the Due 
d'Orlcans, had just taken a furnished house in Boulton Street, 
Barckle (Berkeley) Square, for Bouill^ ; but as he did not arrive 
the place was made over to La Dubarry. She occupied this 
house with (l) Saint-Fard, (2) La Denain, (3) La Mortemart, 
(4) Bertrand de Molleville, and (5) Breteuil. At this period she 
enabled the younger La Daiguillon to emigrate by passing her 
oflf as one of her maids. 

'' In January (179*0 ^ Dubarry, after Capet's death, went into 
mourning with the strictest observance of English custom. She 
was present at all the services which were celebrated in all the 
chapels of Powers opposed to the Republic. . . " ^ 

This deposition also throws light on certain points 
specially relating to Blache himself. Thus, we learn that, 
*' obliged to leave England by arbitrary oixler of the King (it 
is probiible that he merely did not want to lose sight of 
Mnie. du Barry, and that he returned to London in her foot- 
steps), he returned to France and was entrusted by the 
Conunittee of General Safety of the National Convention 
with several important commissions which necessitated him 
making various joumep to Louveciennes, 

" Invited by Di Dubarry to bike up his abode at her house, 
he accepted. Conversing with her, he referred to her journeys 

^ NcUional Archives, W. 16. 
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to London and dbtriet, as weU as to her having often visited tht 
Above named pereons ; aiid rrpnoaehed her witb haTing €50fn> 
ponded with La Gdoiine, La Denain, La Mortemjut . , . irtc* 
La Dubfirry replied : ' Y^es^ that is true ; but we only wrote abotil 
quite ordinary matters. My correspondence main twined itten^lf 
bonds of frie-ndship^ nothing more/ Tile dejionent showed lief 
the Law of March which punishes with death any person vim 
h*is direct or indirect corrt^^ ' ince with eiiciiues of tiie 
ItepubUe , , - etc " * 

Tliesc texts are devoid of iresqucncs*s but since they 

arc all we possess we arp excu.<?cxl for giving Uiero, 

Tlicy enable us to o llache was Greive's zeaknifi 

a^'Ut in the I^uvecn-p^ , and that he fiueoeedal IB 

injspiring the ComiUasi fii confidencx* that i*he pot 

him up at her houise aiiu . fof her com^pondenee with 

tlir hni^'lf. They fin — Dceeded in h^ juihdii] 

assassination. 

This afiair was doubtless not without pecuniary profit, for 
Blachc attempted to find a similar windfisdL He set to work 
to search the district for ^^ La du Barry'*s aocomplices,^ and 
his inquiry resulted in incidents which he pompously 
called " the Marly case.*" * He discovered two ladies of the 
former court living in one of the pavilions of the royal 
chateau: Mme. d'*£sparbes, former mistress of "the 
Sybarite'" Louis XV., a momentary favourite in whom 
Marshal de Richelieu had taken an interest; and Mme. 
Chastenoy. Their crime consisted, according to Blache, " in 
having confidence in the prophecies of Nostrodamus, a 
weakness which is not astonishing, accustomed as these 
women are to entertain absurd notions and illusions.*" He 
endeavoured to repeat the trick which had succeeded so well 
in the case of the Countess du Barry, and, in order to give 
the affair the air of a conspiracy, had arrested, at the same time 
&s the two unfortunate ladies, various former employees on the 
Marly Estate: Desmarais, inspector of buildings; Soula, 
ex-mayor of Marly ; Bains, janitor at the chateau ; Belain, a 
servant; Viteme, captain of the Invalids; and Caussin, 

1 National Archives, W. 16. ' Ptoairial, Yetr IL 
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Chaplain to the late king. All tliese people were shut up in 
Paris prisons, but were saved from the scaffold by the 
ITiermidor revolution. 

We can also detect Blache's hand in that horrible La Muettc 
Case which residted in the death of thix»e innocent ^i-omcn : 
iVInie. Chalgrin, daughter of Joseph Veniet, the painter; 
Mme. Filleul, janitress at the Chateau de la Muette, who was 
charged with having painted, between 1781 and 1783, the 
portraits of several members of the Royal family ; and Mme. 
FilleuFs mother, Mme. (widow) Bocquet, seventy-two years 
old. Blache, as my readers will see, only attacked women. 
He was the mainspring of this case. 

IVoliting by Grcive's lessons, he concocted it, fostered it, 
followed it up, and handed it, all ready prepared, to the 
public prosecutor. The three women were guillotined 
on the 6tli of Tliermidor, tlut.*e days before llobespierre'*s 
MU 

At this point of his history Blache" disappeared. Doubt- 
less uneasy alx)ut the way in which his services as ** Com- 
missiiry of the Committee of General Safety to the 
forty-eight sections of Paris'^ nn'ght be appreinated, did 
he decide it wits prudent to change his name, or did 
he hide himself so well that his pa^it was buried in 
silence ? ITie police made a search for him in the year IV., 
and (juestioned a surgeon named Binet, who did not conceal 
the fiict that Bliu-he came to him to be cured of a disease of 
a particular natuixi. lie believed tliat Uie .said Blache lived 
by thieving, for "his [)atient had paid him very well, although 
he did not apjxjiir to have any calling.'*' 

Detectives proceedctl to Blache'*s residence in the Rue 
du Chaume, at tlie corner of the Rue des Blanc*s- 
Manteaux. Tliey kno<*ked at the door, but receiving 
no answer sent for a locksmith. On entering the empty 
bedroom, they found it contained the strangest collec- 
tion of articles: a violin, two fencing foils, two hand- 
saws, a file, some handkerchiefs, some feminine underclothing 
from which the names had been removed, some petticoats, a 
number of shawls, several pairs of spurs, a telescope, and the 

^ Wallon, Histoire du tribunal rdvoluiionnairt de Parian voL v, p. 145. 
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niouihpie<^ nf n Ijmm tiunipet* BladM^ mmfee%cd of tbefU 
was aires ^l itt){iTiMHKtL 

Wa» t] ^ . . i n utir BUcJie ? PmbsUT. Shortly afti*TwanU 
lie wrote a lir^^ mui inietisding Import cm the iAmle of [Kiblic 
opinion.* Wi^ !ln-ii Iu-at nothing more of him. I h&ve been 
unAbIc to Imd KU itHna- dtber sii the reports at tbc NatiaEMl 
Anhivej*, or ill thorn mi the Pr^e^me of Policct 
the recor U at i blic afcbives^ He a] 



or ioH 



neither in M, of Jacobiiias lior in 

relating to Die feacticmt itor, linalljf m 

M. SigiarniJtu) Iju«^ ber of Aci^ of Uie Vm& 

Communi-. In nhori^ bappoinxl t^ compIcUJy a& 
though be hiu] nt*ver i 




RCrrONDI IIOTONDO : PROFESSOR OF LANGUAGES 

1 1 we know nothing alx)ut Blache, wc know very httle 
about Uotondo. Mis history had a happy beginning but a 
hu\ end — at any rate in the sense that it is without an 
end. 

The reasons which Iwl Parisians, in 1790, to pillage 
the Hotel de Castries aie, it must be admitted, somewhat 
forgotten nowadays. It is even rather difficult to discover 
what they were. Perhaps there never were any. The 
(KTurrence itself, which caused a great sensation at the time, 
is one of those incidents which hiis not been remembered. 
C'erbiin events, little noticed by contemporaries, are lucky in 
finding a place in History, in |)ermanently figuring in its 
pages, in being inserted in those Pantheons of historical facts, 
the Manuals. The sacking of the Maison Reveillon belongs 
to that category. Others, much more numerous, which are 
greeted by a multitude of articles, pamphlets, and pictures, 
and seem destined to attain glory, are not so fortunate. 

* A rrhit^A of the Prtftcturc of Police, Reports from Police Commissaries. 
Tho 12th of Vendc'miaire, Year IV. Section de I'Homme Arm^. 
■ National Library, Manuscripts. Papers cf Prince Napoleon, 
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They go out of fashion, are soon disdained, and receive but 
brief mention in the most detailed chronicles. And so they 
become almost forgotten. As a case in point we have but to 
turn to the pillage of the Hotel de Castries. 

There is no necessity, however, to repair this historical 
injustice. All I need do is to state the facts as briefly 
as possible. On November 13th, 1790, ten thousand people 
proceeded to the Rue de Varenne, burst open the doors of the 
house, threw the furniture out of the windows, smashed 
the window-panes, and set fire to the pictures. It had been 
understood that nothing should be stolen, that the people 
should be content with loyally destroying everything, a task 
which was carried out "with that gaiety which only 
the populace possesses.*" When everything was broken, 
it was ingeniously remarked that the Parisians had taken less 
time to establish their Court of Cassation than the deputies, 
who wcrc unendingly discussing the new judicial organisation. 
A jovial crowd had collected in the street to witness this 
free performance and applaud the amusing spectacle of 
furniture falling on to the courtyard pavement. 

A man of forty years of age, standing on a column at the 
gateway of the house, followed the progress of this destruction 
with much interest. His name was Rotondo, and he was a 
well-known figure in the cafes where speechifiers congregated. 
" A well-shaped man,"^ with a pronounced aquiline nose and 
black hair, he was to be seen wherever there was a crowd. 
He amused people by his unintelligible lingo, a mixture of 
English, Ibiliun, French, and Flemish.^ He said he was 
a professor of languages, and he rented a room at the Palais 
Royal for his pupils. According to a legend which he took 
care to uphold, since it brought him a sort of reputation, 

1 The following letter, written by Rotondo at the Ch&tclet in July 1791 
to the president of a Committee of the Assombly, is a specimen of his 
pretentious jargon : — 

*' Rottondo, professcur, supplie avec le plus proffond respect, Monsieur 
le pn'i«ident du Com mite des recherchcs d'avoir la deviation k la demaude 
que j'ai foi dans cette exclu lettre cella feral poir moi la plus ^rande ^race 
(|Uo dans ma malhcreuso situation d*obtenir pour une seule fois de voir un 
ami. 

Votro rei humb ser, 

ROTTOKOO, ProftMcur, 
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Rotondo was cmeof those intematioDal patriots who swanned 
in Paris at the bqpnning of the Revdiotiaii ; he pasnd is 
^ an apostle of new ideas, a pioneer of liberty,^ and peopk 
understood that ^all the tyrants of Europe were in eoalitkn 
against him.^ 

Now, when La&yette» at the head of a small body of 
mounted national guards, carftcolftd, on tihis occasion, into 
the Rue de Varenne and attempted to fiiroe a way throo^ 
the crowd, the general called out to the personage who, M 
of importance, was surveying the scene fiom the top of bii 
column. Rotondo replied in such an unintelligible manner 
that the puzded Lafityette ezdaimed: ^What^s that yoa 
say ? Whaf 8 your nationality ? English or Italian ?* The 
professor spluttered in great emotion: ^MoUit Fun^ moiSi 
Fauire — Half one and half the other.^ Tlie poor man pro- 
nounced the word moitii as though it were moHtf and this won 
for him a veritable triumph. His reply was received with a 
burst of applause. " There**s your answer ! Did you hear ? 
Long live Rotondo ! "" The crowds seized him by the haiuls 
repeated the phrase over and over again, and hooted the 
nonpliLssed horsemen. It must be explained that motit was 
Lafayette**s patronymic, the name by which wags in\'ariably 
called him just as they sumamed Louis XVI. Capet. ^ 

Which newsmonger — Prudhomme or Desmoulins — seized 
upon Rotondo's words, hawked them about, praised them, 
commented upon them, and held them up to general admira- 
tion, I am unable to vsay. Whoever it may have been, the 

1 mivlufiotui (U Parin, No 75 (December 11th to 18th, 1790). ** At the 
time of the Hotel de Castries aflfair, M. de La Fayette made a military 
])romenado in the Rue de Varenne at the head of a smaU bofly of cavaln*. 
A M. Rotondo, who was leaning against a column, was calmly watching 
the^ troops file past, when, perceiving that the imprudence of the horsemen 
who were galloping in the midst of the crowd might result in injury to 
citizens, he called uix>n an officer to order his men to ride at walking pace. 
The officer, considering that he was insulted, rode at full speed to mfonn 
M. La Fayette that a man opposed the execution of his orders. The 
general came, questioned this M. Rotondo, and asked him if he ik-ere an 
ilnglishman. * MoitU Cun, moitU Vantrt ! * he replied. This piece of 
pleasantry, addressed to such a patriot as the general, ^'as a bitter pill ; he 
felt it deeply, and from that moment swore to be avenged on Rotondo. 
Some dull subordinates, decorated with epaulettes, undertook to carry out 
his vengeance, and one of them arrested the guilty man as he wms pwixig 
in front of the Feuillants guard-hoaie." 
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fact remains that agitated Paris learned that a foreign patriot, 
" a martyr of liberty,^ had given Lafayette a stinging reply, 
and avenged the democracy for the generaPs retractions. The 
phrase " M otic Pun, Motie Tautre ! ^ pregnant with an ironical 
meaning, had unmasked " the janus-faced man, the democratic 
marquess, the revolutionary courtier.*" It was greeted with 
a roar of laughter, an outburst of joy ; it came as a huge 
relief to the people ; it was the revenge for eighteen months^ 
infatuation and popularity. Prints were published represent- 
ing Lafayette with two faces, "a patriot by day, and a 
vali't de cmir at night,*" or symbolising him by a candle, " which 
burnt brightly in the presence of the people, but stank 
in good company.'* In short, Rotondo was celebrated. 

Yes, he was celebrated . . . And he did not know why ! 
Merely anxious not to get into trouble, and ignorant of the 
double meaning of his words, he had replied without the 
slightest malicious intention. He who was scoffed at as soon 
as he opened his mouth, — he who could not succeed in 
making himself understood in a shop or cafe, — had pronounced 
some memorable words. As to that he could have no doubt, 
having heard the applause with which they were greeted and 
delighted in it. But what had he said ? And he remained 
terribly perplexed and disquieted at the thought of what 
he could have said, reflecting that he was the only person to 
whom nobody would think of explaining his witticism, and 
the only person also who, under the penalty of destroying his 
budding renown, was unable to ask anyone for an explana- 
tiou.i 

' Notes which Rotondo has left behind hitti {National ArfhivtM^ F', 6155) 
clearly show that he was unaware of the import of his phrase. 

*• After leaving home one day, the populace, who, for I know not what 
reason, wished to pillage the palace ot Marshal de Castries, suddenly 
came towanls me and, placing a naked sword in my hand, ordered me to 
follow them. On reaching the said palace, they placod me and another at 
the gateway, with onlers to allow no one either to enter or go out. 
Shortly after wanls, Lafayette, who had a larse number of soldiers with 
him, aske<l me my nationality and if I spoke Italian or English. I made 
this famous reply: * Jt xum, Monsieur^ moitU run, fnoU%6 f autre,* These 
words, simple as they are, had very unfortunate consequences, and are the 
fatal source of aU the misfortunes which have happened to me in FranoCy 
England, Italy, and Geneva since 1796." 
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Glory iJi iiitilaubtajlj m cumbemme mDoammj wlddi fcw 
know how tu tw with owe ; but the ctm&km imdo* vUdb 
it weighed tni Itutonda^t iboulda^ nioilc It momt cmtlftfnMiig 
than umiaL In the npnce of thitv* dajrv be benve Us 
champion of Pam «nd th& riifil of Ijifiijrttcw A hand fi l l oF 
practical joli-i^ (itfrpetiiiied tht jolcti, axid a hondml t hoa ii iid 
honest folk, taking ' * cocifidiently mimSni tUt 

Italian patriot who 1 itivr cotmtry in ofder to 

come to France to I hf «a»e of tlie libertj nl 

nations. A himib ' itbenip who, it tniDii ba 

confeMfied, kia*w no i biiii» Rtwtbeiitatiscd this 

foreign mnji-mMte^ dcp I^bjette^d guitk, 

eH[)eciAlly, ^^«i^linIl|f thj mlV iostdter «boiiId die by 

their handK 

On November 18ih, fiv ff Ibt tt^ttck on the Hotel 

de ('afftricH^ tv^ Ilotondo uiu i| j cfmritig the Pa<^sagr di^ 
Feuillrtnt.H, someone told him that a person ** was waiting for 
liiin at tlie Hiding School guard -house." Hastening there, 
he foiiiid II do/x»n fusiliers of the Du Bouzet company, to 
wliom lie jKilitely gave his name. No sooner had he done 
this than he was seizetl, thn>wn out of doors, in spite of his 
pn)tivsts, gagged, thrust into a cab amidst a shower of blows^ 
and driven to the Maine. After being kept there for four 
hours, he was finally set fi*ee " with a severe admonition."*^ 

Ilotondo was so put about by this incident " that he did not 
get over it for three days."^ On November 2^nd he dragged 
hiniself from the Rue Dauphine, where he lived, to the Cafe 
Itotlot^ situated on the Feuillants terrace. Five officers of 
the Tuileries Guanl were conversing around a table near the 
one at which he had taken a seat. It appears that Rotondo, 
on seeing them, was struck with the deplorable idea of 
(| noting two adaptc^d lines — bad ones, too — from the tragedy 
of BruUui : — 

'* Arrf'tcr \m FrancAis sur do simple 8oup<jon8, 

C'eat agir en tyrans . . . nous qui lea punissons ! ** 

WhereujK)n the officers took offence, a quarrel broke out, 
and blows were showered upon Rotondo'*s shoulders. The 
louder he cried out that he had not intended to insult 
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anybody, and that he was the illustrious Rotondo, the more 
they persisted in beating him. Glasses were shattered into 
atoms, a table was overturned, and the civilians present 
joining in the row, llotondo appealing in his jargon for 
^^ the rights of man and of a citizen,^ collapsed imder blows 
from sticks and the flat side of swords. IVom that day his 
life became a continual pugilistic encounter. Before the 
end of the week he was attacked one evening, in the Rue 
Croix dcs Petits Champs by ^^ police spies dressK^d as national 
guards.*" He returned home beaten most unmercifully, 
bruised from head to foot, ^^ assassinated ^ — to use his own 
word — declaring that he would never again venture without 
an escort into the streets of this ciu-sed city, where renown 
exposed a man to such cruel treatment. So far was he 
from suspecting the reason for his misfortimes that he 
went to Lafayette himself to ask for " aid and protection. 
The Greneral received him at midnight. He was at first 
very distrustful, but was soon reassured on seeing the sorry 
appearance of "his rival,"" who showed such fear that he 
took pity on him and had him driven in his carriage as far 
as the Pont-Neuf. Ah ! if only the stagers of his apotheosis 
could have seen Kotondo in that vehicle! . . . But they 
were little concerned with him. They simply used his 
sonorous name to create a great commotion. Each of his 
a<lventures was turned by advanced newspapers into a theme 
for exalting the patience of patriots and denouncing the 
insolence of Lafaycttists, and thus, without his collaboration, 
the renown of the " martyr of liberty "^ daily increased. 

When I consider to what an extent, in Revolutionary 
France, a prominent man''s destiny is at the mercy of a 
caprice of Fortune, I can imagine that Rotondo might 
have played a brilliant part in feverishly excited Paris. 
Scoffed at by some people, deified by others, and extolled by 
newspapers, then at the height of their influence, he was in 
danger of becoming, like so many others, the idol of the 
people. With such a name as his, few scruples, and plenty 
of audacity, who knows where Fortune might have led him ? 
For that reason I was ciurious to learn the history of the life 
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of a man ti|inn wboitt miadtkroui Fate had bestcrwed a 
talisman of the viilue of wUdi be wha imawmro* Sttcpriitiig 
discoveries w^rc in store for tne. 

Kotondo witi a swttsdler. llie firvi timi! tiutl hb oiutse s* ta 
be found in the* doctiments in oar pQUic anrbjtof h in 1TS#, 
in the gaol-brx)k of the Gmtid-Cbiltelet pnmm^ He wn» thca 
called KotorifH. but thtn * ' '^iit t^ thetoitne man, Hu 

name was Jc^iii llaptinl bortt at Falliivvrcbi&t Qcif 

Milan, in 11 M. Sc bcr 5£8th, 17S4, liotondi, 

who had been in Par ^ Btli-S alW linog for t*ii 

years in London, woj for stealing a snaJTbox.' 

Six weeks l^fure be Hi univclf off to Gcni'virve 

Barreau, a maker of Hr*** ** a itralthy Engli4itniui * 

hail ordered two dosio] i many handkc^^nHiicfs liii') 

" shown his pockets fun Utd made loic to hcTt got 

himself invitwl to dltint^r* and i . one off with a itihTr liox 

which was on the mantelpiece. Mile. Barreaudid not see her 
gallant customer again until she met him by chance in the 
Tuileric's iind hiul him arrested. On the follo\^ing day com- 
plaints Ix'gan to pour in. First of all, a dancer at the Opera, 
name<l Louise Chenneval, declared that Rotondi had *^ repre- 
sented himself to be a rich Englishman and had offered her 
his protection,*" and that he hiul stolen a gold chain under the 
pretence of having it mended. Another dancer, Therese 
Carre, hiul been robbed of a gold watch in a similar way ; a 
mercer had paid the penalty of listening to her flatterer's 
tempting promises by losing "a ring shaped like a dog's collar 
and bearing the motto : Je iie vis qti£ pour toi ; and Charlotte 
Deler, otherwise known as Lolotte^ leading dancer at the 
Corned ie Franyaise, had similarly lost her eamngs and a gold 
ring. Thirty complaints were laid in three days by actresses 
and dancing-girls. We find the names of Esther of the Opera, 
of thii fiUes Dorival, Duparc, and Migneaux, of the dansnutes 
Saint-Charles, Sainte- Marie, and Masson, of Manet te de 
Vermont, and of many others. The " wealthy Englishman '^ 
had passed himself off on all of these as a lover ready to make 
any sacrifice, " fifty louis a month *" being the smallest sum he 

* Ar. hiirs of the Prefecture of Police. 
2 NaiioiMl Archii^x. Y. 9942. 
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offered ; he had jingled his gold and opened his pocket-book 
" stuffed with bcuik-notes "^ before every one of them ; and in 
each case he had robbed them of jewellery. Should one of 
them meet him by chance and reproach him for his behaviour, 
he threatened to have her arrested for blackmail, and spoke 
in a loud tone of" his friend Lenoir, governor-general of police, 
who could refuse him nothing"" ; whereupon the poor women, 
terror-stricken, remained silent, convinced "that he was a 
foreign prince, or an English lord ignorant of the customs of 
Paris.^ 1 

Inspector Longpre, charged with the inquiry, was less dis- 
creet : he made a domiciliary visit to Rotondi's residence, the 
first floor apartment in the house of a wig-maker in the Rue 
Saint-Martin, near the Rue des Menetriers ; and found that 
it was a veritable jeweller^s shop.^ There were gold and silver 
watches, medallions, set and unset brilliants, fragments of neck- 
laces, dozens of rings bearing all sorts of initials, pencil-cases, 
comfit-boxes, gold hearts, snufiboxes, dressing-cases, waist- 
belt buckles, ivory and crystal rouge-boxes, and a pearl neck- 
lace. Asked to explain where all these articles came from, 
he pretended not to understand the question and would not 
reply. On the Abbe Bencirech being called in to act as 
interpreter, he tried to get the complainants to withdraw 
their charges by offering them money. 

Rotondi got off with fifteen days in a dungeon and six months^ 
imprisonment at the Grand-Chatelet. At the end of March 
1785 a recruiting officer invited him to join the Berry 
Regiment ; but, feeling that he had no vocation for a military 
life, he refused. The same day he was informed that he was 
exiled, and three days later he left for Holland.' 

Such was Rotondi s cUbut in Paris. He did not return 
until 1790, on hearing in London of the publication of the 
Decree of September 11th, which simultaneously suppressed 
the Chatelet, judges, commissaries, and ^^ all judicial corpora- 
tions.*" Reappearing in this land of Cockaigne, where the 
old judicial system no longer existed and the new one was not 

^ Informations against Rottondy. NcUional ArchivM^ Y. 9942. 
' Rottondys interrogatory and inventory of jewellery found at his 
residence.— Aotumo/ Archivta, Y. 9942. > National Archives, W, 6155. 
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yet working, ho fiTt'qU€?nted the Palais Rojal gajning-hoci^s 
under the name of Rotoodo, iilwa^^ fashionablj dressed is 
a puceKX)lotLred dlk drc!ss coat and brown waistcoat, he tnaiie 
boiiibai^tic speeches there in his unintelli|r]ble jargon. In the 
dior^e of his travels he had forgotten Italian, but had not 
thoroughly leamt any other kngiiage, a fact which enabled 
him to (^^1 himself a polyglot, and especially, when n&si be, 
to retract the erron* " ' ' "onary eloquence, Noboify, 

in fact, could be mo^i. Ten vntneasses testiBed, m 

SeptemlxT 1790, that ■ 1 publicly called the King 

" fiiw: heie puanie^'^ and "*» Mcssalina who ought to 

be hangt'd.'' He was but wriggltxl out of bit 

difficulty by humbly d& ttiat it was post^iible that, 

thinking he was in ] ft true liberty was enjoyed, 

he had let slip certan. ^ references to the King and 

Queen of England, and itse words, considering his 

diificulty in speaking Fre: , , been HTongly interpreted 
by his listeners, and applied to the French sovereigns, whom 
he infinitely respected.'' ^ In the eyes of idlers who saw only 
one side of him, this carpet knight was a blustering patriot, 
a man ^^ who held his own against tyrants ^ ; and thus, after 
^^ his daring reply "^ to Lafayette, he became ready for his &te. 
Misfortmie crowned his glory. Tracked, beaten, and im- 
prisoned at the Chatelet, in December 1791, for ^seditious 
statements,'' but released after fifteen days, he was re- 
arrested in connection with the Champ-de>Mar$ affair t>n a 
charge of firing at his rival Lafayette the shot which was 
almost the signal for a massacre. He was placed in close 
custody at the Abbaye prison, and a host of witnesses 
declared that they had seen him at the foot of the altar of 
La Patrie armed with a pistol. His enemies nearly suc- 
ceeded, on that occasion, in obtaining his head. However, 
he once more got out of his difficulties, and,'still more im- 
portant than ever, pubUshed two pamphlets in quick succes- 
sion : one to hold up to public hatred ^ the infamous inspector 
of police Longpre," whom he had not forgiven for former 
annoyances, and the other to reveal to the public that the 
sacrifices which he had made in the name of liberty " had, by 
exhausting his resources, forced him to appeal to the generosity 

> National Archives, Y. 13320 and F^, 4025 (BuirettQ-Verri^res P^ipers). 
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of patriots for the assistance which virtue had a right 
to expect of virtue. . . .^ ^ The way he proposed to raise 
money was to organise a lottery, the prizes being two jewels, 
and the tickets six francs each. 

Rotondo still had a weakness for jewellery. His fondness 
for it amounted, indeed, to a perfect mania. Wherever 
treasures were supposed to be, there you would find him 
prowling, and he had a faculty for discovering those which, 
under cover of patriotism, he could approach without risk. 
Do you think that he stood under the porch of the Hotel de 
Castries, on the day it was attacked, merely to expose him- 
self to injury and see the windows broken ? His release from 
prison in January 1791 singularly coincides with the robbery 
of Mme. du Barry'*s jewels, that mysterious treasure which 
fascinated the rogues of the entire world. Here we again 
find his traces, the following letter having been preserved 
among the Countess\s papers : — 

** Madame^ 

" You oblige me, in spite of myself, to have the honourto tell 
you what I think, and which I ought to have told you the first 
time. You are aware of the important service which I have 
rendered you, and I am very surprised that your manner of ask- 
ing has not accorded with the nobility of mine. Believe me 
when I say that I feel pained to reproach you with this. The 
matter in which I have rendered you a service is about to revive 
worse than ever. I cannot call upon you a second time, being 
responsible to the public for my time. But I will again give you 
time, so tliat you can come to see me between eight and nine in 
tlie morning and judge to what a length I have carried my 
generosity and delicacy. I give you the remainder of this week 
to reflect. After that time any steps you may take will be useless. 

" I am very respectfully, Madame, 

** Your very humble and very obedient servant, 

" UoTONDo : Professor." 

Tliis letter refers to a satirically obscene play with which 
the " professor '''• threatened Mme. du 'Barry, and which he 
ngree<l to stop on payment of a large indemnity. It is 
diflicult to believe that this piece of blackmail was carried 

> AddresM du Profeneur Rotondo and Aux cUoytna pcUrioiei den ^eetionn 
dt Paris, Both thoso pamphleta are in the National Library, Paria. 
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out anknowi] tn Gmm, vlm^ m we Ime men^ ** li^ takm 
rh^rge €f^ La do Barrj^ aod ww to sne ber ofi ^^lU 
ready droi^^l "" to thm pvUic pfaMOlflt 

On the oerMiiti nf Om Sef/teatm wmmmerm^ BnlcnAi'a 
patriotuoQ 14^0 led bim to mtoiiiit eicenefi* RtDgi» nlAot 
anrl nboe-biM^Ue^ witi Ui be ffakad iqi^ at qui be eeea fenvi 
the very ^uiiiuiary ' 1^^ Bold wejfhffe, a fold 

chaia, a Crnm of 9» , Ai^l^ vbidi the Cfaevmlw 

de Ilorat-Ciittiinsi mi^ furtm^r eqoeffj ta tbe 

(Umniem ilWrUih^ Q » ^lol tn hii ek^uit hand* 

writing. Ifii^tcrriaiiB Mlttfy ept«ed» Umo^ no 

drKtimcmt/ir) pruaf in ft , tbet Rntotifif] v«& praeokt 

at the iiiaMiicit!3s that n Ibe Abhayt* to La Fonx^ 

that he itntk part fm at Mme* ile LjunbaUe, aiv) 

that he w(ix tmr of ' 1 rcre ai»!ii ^ti> go frocn wine- 

fthop to winr-iJinp t-xnibtuog ttu pdoomV bead. A montli 
later the robbery of the Crown jewels took place at tbe Garde- 
Meuble, a crime which, with regard to many points, is still 
oliscnn-. In fiu't. Collet, one of the condemned thieves, a^iked, 
when alxnit to nunint the scafTold, to be allowed to make a 
MTJoiis declaration, and reveal the name of the unknown 
|M-rson who hml " managed the job.'" But he was no sooner 
in the magistrate's jircsence than he refused to speak, and 
prtfftrrcil to die with his secret However that may be, 
seven of the ten accomplices who were arrested were 
Uotondo's compatriots. Douligny was bom at Brescia; 
Marian, Fratin, and Berec|uin were Piedmontese ; and the 
others — the shoemaker Bararlel, Francois Depeyron, who 
kept the " Regent ^ and the " Sancy ^ diamonds as his modest 
slifire of the roblxTy, and Delcampo, alias Dcschamps — were 
from Turin itself. Moniover, the last-named lodged in the 
Rue des Vieux-Augastins in a furnished hotel which Rotondo 
hail occupic^l, and perhaps still occupied at that time, for he 
was in simultaneous jx)ssession of three residences. 

What part does such a man as this play in history ? How 
many crimes has jxjlitical hatred attributed to the great, 
crimes which were committed only by men of this type ? 
How can we presume to be acquainted with this complicated 
drama, the French Revolution, if we ignore the doings of 
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these almost anonymous subordinates who worked in obscurity 
for themselves, whilst others, those who have been anathema- 
tised, heroically accepted the responsibility and risked their 
heads for dazzling Utopias ? But in what way are we to dis- 
cover the traces of these freebooters, the darkness of whose 
designs was such a guarantee of impunity ? 

As regards Rotondo, it appears certain that he committed 
some terrible misdeed during the weeks following Augast 
10th, 1792. Formerly, he had made people laugh ; but from 
that period onwards he became an object of horror to all his 
contemporaries. He himself had only one anxiety: to set up 
alibis^ which are formally destroyed by certain documents 
which he neglected to destroy. Before me lies the manu- 
script of his Memoirs^ dedicated aOa veritate^ al popolo 
UalianOy at jxiirioti di tiUto runiverso^ a collection of boastful 
statements and untruths written to baffle a possible inquiry. 
Thas, he is at great pains to record a stay at Bordeaux from 
May to November 1792, whereas a passport found among his 
papers shows that that visit was made a year before.^ I have 
also come across a receipted bill for 164 francs made out in 
his name by a Palais Royal china-dealer and dated September 
3rd, 1792, at which time he professed to be far from Paris. 

In relating the end of Rotondo^s adventures we must, 
therefore, reject his narrative almost in its entirety. On 
September 23rd he w&s arrested at Rouen on the mere 
announcement in a newspaper of the opening of his language 
classes, the inhabitants refusing to have " this cut-throat in 
their city."" He escaped from prison at night, hid himself under 
a bridge, and returned to Paris in disguise.^ His name had 
again become Rotondi. This would appear to have been the 
modest form of his name, the one which he used in days of 
adversity, retaining the sonorous Rotondo for times of 
prosperity. He had, besides, but a very hazy idea of what 
was happening in the political world. This was in December 

> His papora also included a passport made out for a journey from Nantes 
to Paris, dated November 24th, 1791. 

* It must be pointed out that he appeared at Angers in September, 1792. 
He was <* outrageously driven " from the city where he was known, having 
already stayed there in November 1791. C^lestin Port, La Vendue 
Anffevine, vol. ii, p. 34. 
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1792, and he iniagiDed that his persecutor Lafft)*ette was "at 
the height of his power,"'* Moreover, he had not yet discovoid 
the tlauble meaning of Uie famous "enigmatical and 
mpterious^ although simple and iixjuical '^ '^ply to which he 
owed his past glory* So he fled from Pari« b» from the 
plague* We next find him suecessivclj iu Ix)ndun, Calaifi^ 
Uuukirk, and Stra^burg, where a prartical joker made him 
believe that Lafayette hail been elected dictaton This §o 
terrified Kotondo that he ci'ossed the ftoutier. His reputfl- 
tion as a Septembrist having preceded him to Geneva, he was 
thrown into a dungeon on his arrival and remained there far 
two months. One night he was embarked on tlie lake and 
taken to Nyon, in Swisa territory ;■ but no sooner had he 
landed than he wan attacked by a body of soldien^ and citizens 
who were awaiting him. " I receivedj**^ he aay% " more thao 
fifty sword and bayonet wounds. These men asked me for 
the father or brother whom they said I had murdered This 
cruel insult showed me that they accused me of the assassina- 
tion of the Swiss on August lOth.*" ^ He was dragged before 
the bailiff, put into irons in a subterranean cell, then trans- 
ferred to Chillon, and finally handed over to the agents of 
the King of Sardinia as ^^ one of the murderers of Mme. de 
Lambedle, Princess of Savoy."*^ Crossing the Alps on horse- 
back, a body of carabineers escorted Rotondo to the Grand 
Saint-Bernard, where the monks ^ refused to allow the cut- 
throat to enter their monastery for fear he poiscNied it^ 
On September 4th, 179S, he was placed in the citadel at Turin, 
and after being kept there for forty days was finally imprisoned 
"for life^ in the Chateau dlvr^ **The blackest ink,'' he 
writes, " would be inadequate to describe the smallest part of 
the criminal acts which are committed in this place, and 
a painter's brush, dipped in poison and the waters of the Styx, 
could but imperfectly depict them." 

However, he came out of the Chfiteau dTvrfe. On 
the approach of the French armies, its doors were thrown 
open, and Rotondo, on December 13th, 1796, was ordered 
to leave Sardinia within twenty-four hours. He was without 
resources ; he was unaware of what had happened in the 
1 NationatArchivM, F^, 61^5. 
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world during the past three years; all he knew was that 
he was a pariah iii the eyes of the whole of humanity. 
Whither could he direct his steps ? His brother, a canon at 
Milan, had died of shame and grief. So he wandered from 
town to town, not daring to stay for long anywhere. At 
the beginning of Year VI. we find him at Pisa ; a little later 
he was at Rome; and on returning to Milan he obtained 
a passport for Paris.^ Having once more become Rotondo, 
he cheerfully and trustfully set off on his journey, little 
suspecting that he was preceded by a police memorandum 
reporting him to be " an ultra-revolutionary who, imder the 
cloak of exaggerated patriotism, had been guilty of the most 
atrocious conduct.^ As 'a matter of fact, he was suspected 
of being a British agent.^ 

In Paris, Rotondo again posed as a victim. He came, he 
said, to start an action for damages against the King 
of Sardinia, who had made him lose three years and ten 
months'* lessons ; he claimed an indemnity of 45,000 francs, 
and begged the French Government to take up his quarrel. 
Arriving in Paris on the 1st of Thermidor, Year VI., Rotondo 
was arrested on the 12th and slept in the evening in 
the Temple Tower. The Directory honoured him with 
a lodging in the celebrated State prison. 

Rotondo remained there for three months, at the end 
of which time he was handed over to the gendarmery 
and sent by mail-coach to Pontarlier with orders that he was 
to be " expelled from the territory of the Republic."" Here 
we lose track of him. Five years later, however, we come 
across the following note, dated Ventose, Year X. (March 
1802) :— 

To the MinUler of General Police, 

The First G)nsul has given me a wriUen order to arrest J. B. 
Rotondi^ native of the Qsalpine Republic, who calls himself a 
professor of languages, and who lives at the H6tel de Nancy, 
Rue Helvetius in Paris, and to conduct him to the Italian 
frontier. This order was executed on the 17th. 

Prefect of Police : Dubois. 
> NatUmal Archives, V, 6165. 
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This [O^morandiini m but a laere indicatioD of «liat 
the IMe of thi?« man tna<it Lave lM*€n« a m^n wUcisi* name 
lecaDii ibe borribk^ memorie^^ of revoluHonaiy exceses, and 
wIknii olj Govcnimcab rejected m too vik to remiiiti in tbeir 
prisims. This Wfts doubtlf^^s his ln^t Appearance in France* 
He who was ma^^ter of the country had a heavier Irnnd thao 
La&yL'itc, and it wits prudent not to enter into rivalry 
witli him* What beimiiie of Rotondo f* We poaae^ b^ 
a siiigle indication* In the bulletin for October 18th« ISIS, 
whkb the Mini^Nter of Police daily pW-ed befm tlie 
£mperor, we find this brief note : ^^ Rotondo, Jean Baptiile^ 
•nMfced in tbe Doirc (Piedmont) on a charge of hi^vay 
robbery. Lack of proofs prevented his condemnation. The 
Mmiat^r proposes that he be placetl under supers iHioo at 
CodL^ — Appro%eA^ ^ In what prison did he henceforth live? 
In idhat great crime bad be been the mysterious* accomplice ^^ 
What w&H the tragic pliantoni which followed in Iiis fiK>tstep%?™ 
What was the manner of bis death F And w hen* and when 
did he die ? These are questions which, perhaps, will never 
be answered.* 

' NcUional Archives, F', 3777. 

' Id the absence of a (UnouemetU to Rotondo's life, which I have been 
unable to discover, it may be advisable to reprodace the article which the 
Biographie de Leipgick devotes to Rotondo («tc). Various statements in it 
are erroneous, but as this biography was the seriona work of oonscientioiis 
writers, who were contemporaries of survivors of revoluUoiiary times, it 
may still be profitably consulted. 

*' Rotundo, an Italian, was one of those foreigners who flocked to France 
at the time of the Revolution, and figured at the head of every mob. He 
especially distin^^uished himself on Julv 17th, 1791, on the occadion of the 
Chanip-de-Mars insurrection, and the Oomit^ des Recherches even arrested 
him. But he was set free when the King accepted the Constitutioo. 
Fresh crimes soon brought him into notice. He took part, when the 
Royal Family had been imprisoned in the Temple, in tbe assaasinatioo of 
the Princesse de Lamballe, and afterwards hela the severed head in front 
of Marie Antoinette's window, at the same time informing the Queen that 
the same fate awaited her. When in England some time aft^wards, he 
himself publicly boasted of this murder. In 1793 he went to (xeneva, 
where he had a very violent quarrel with an Irishman, who objected to 
him saving that he wished the King of England would soon meet with the 
same iate as the King of France. At li^ the sallows put an end to his 
crimes ; bavins been convicted of murder and robbery, he waa executed in 
Piedmont at the beginning of 1794.^ 

This date is evidently erroneous, since Rotondo was still living in 1812. 
But I am inclined to think that hanging was the logical end of sudi a man, 
and that that ma^ indeed have been bis fate if he oommitted the blonder 
of retoming to Piedmont. 
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A MUCH astonished man was cabman Georges, when, at half- 
past eleven on the night of October 22nd, 1812, and during a 
pelting rain, he was hailed by a corporal of the Paris Guard, 
in full uniform. The soldier ordered the cabman to take him 
to the Passage Saint-Pierre, in the Marais quarter, and the 
driver, grumbling about the length of the journey and the bad 
weather, started off through the winding streets in the 
neighbourhood of the Halles. The old horse plodded quietly 
through the rain, but the cabman did not feel easy in his 
mind, for his fare was jumping about in a way which shook 
the cab and threatened to break the springs. They passed 
along the Rue de la Verrerie, turned along the Rue Pavee, 
skirted the walls of the prison of La Force, and, when they 
arrived at the entrance to the blind-alley of Saint-Pierre — an 
out-of-the-way, deserted, dark hole, as muddy as a country 
lane — the cabman was more astonished tlian ever to see 
emerge from his cab a stark-naked man, who with one hand 
offered him the thirty soiis for the journey, and in the 
other carried his uniform tied up in his shirt ^ 

' " Prefectwrz of Polict^ October 24th, 1812. Yesterday a cabman made 
a declaration to the effect that a soldier, who had hired his cab at the Place 
du Louvre and whom he had driven to the Impasse 8t. -Pierre, had stripped 
himself entirely during the journey and tied up his clothes in a hand- 
kenrhief, and then entered a house indicated in the report. Search was 
made in this house, which is occiipicd by two private persons named 
Dewunsch and do c3aamafio («r). The latter, a Spanish priest, is very 
unfavourably known to tlio police. Both were arrested, and will l>e 
examined. A sabre and two officers' swords were found in the well of the 
house. 

"To M. Desmonts, head of the First DivisioD, at the office of the 
3Ainister of Police."— .yo^iono/ Archivf^ W, 6501. 
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Hit iimkfd ctuui »iruife actum Ui^ ^tli7, leapec] ottt Hit 
[Hulilli;!!, iLnrl kitorkvd ai tbe iltior nf the 6n»i buciM? m tlie 
n\h*\\ whii4i fi[it*rvetl ml ancr^ and cit««d qiut^klr aflET hinL 
"Hji' calntioji Ifiukcii up^ am) aw a llgfaU-fJ mindom on tlir 
tliinl Aiiur ; luitl im ht? clul mi In? thoiif^l to hitiintJf tliai tbe 
pNiplc up tluerc tiiiijit be hailJiK a Undy time, aud thai tlic 
curfjura] wan in a gnsat li»fTv |o juija tbem. No dodbt 
aij urgte wiki i^^'r^ '^ uivtii|f rorae to tbftt ron* 

eliti^iuu^ tW calitnaUt " '^8i druve of to Amngn \m 

Tim i^rpciml vai iiAiricd ^ iiid the bonat to vUdi bo 

Ht^nt wjLH ijilifthitcfl by a jn. I needy Spai&li prieft — Hic 

Ab)}t* Jimepli Femuittloe di isiatk>, %klio bad lived tlien* 

itoarly a ttKiiith. *Vlm A I qujt£ a party tbat eveninj^, 

aiKl whf'ti Ilatrau enfci^ieti lotii be fiiuml ftmr pen»om 

witliTj^ ruiiiid the tabic drin Fine, tbe boMt, ScboolinfisUrr 

Wtj*iln.*n\, iJi*^ A'lU- !-f^u.^ .u-n ^v f :. m- r-l Vfut,^ 11.^ fun 
liwt niiiiied hml escaped, only an hour before, fixjin a maison 
(U' HunU where they had been confined for the last three 
years. 

It is a ^eat pity that the story of the Malet conspiracy 
has never fx'en handleil except by party-writens who have, as 
might have lx,*en ex|)ected, tortured and twisted it to suit 
their own piirjK)ses. Malet was — according to the varying 
views of these writers, either a faithful royalist, moved by a 
desire to ix pbue the legitimate king on the throne ; or a 
stern republican, a j)ure patriot, the incarnation of "the 
deeply-stirred heaii of his country."" But then it became 
necessiiry to colour all his accomplices to match, and some of 
them — ex-General Guidal,for inst'Uice — do not take either tint 
nicely ; for a glance at the reports concerning this officer will 
show that he was a drunkard and disobeyed orders. He was 
sent, on half-pay, to Nice, and there he developed a curious and 
deplorable mania, unceasingly trying to enter into negotiations 
with the British fleet, and Ijctray the port of Toulon into the 
hands of the enemy. After the liestoration, his widow 
obtained a pension for these strange services, on the strength 
of a declaration by the English Admiral, proving that Guidal 
hod enteix'd into connnunication with him, and had offered 
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him his son as a pledge of the good faith with which he 
betrayed his country.^ 

Such was " the valiant soldier whose heart was embittered 
by one of Bonaparte'^s whims ^; and whom another history 
describes as " one of thase old patriots who still kept up 
around them the worship of down-trodden liberty."" 

No one has ever done justice to Malet — it mattei*s little 
whether he was a republican or a royalist — but he had a 
genias for dramatic effects. Napoleon blundered sadly in not 
finding occupation for a mind so fertile in invention. Ten 
years later, when he would have been obliged to employ his 
spai-e time in some other pursuit than conspiring, Malet 
would have been a perfect godsend to the Boulevard 
Tlieatres ; for he had a wonderful knack for dramatic com- 
binations, and alone, and in prison, where he saw nobody and 
had hardly any money, devised means in two hours, and without 
any help save that of a corj)oral, for overturning that 
formidable jx)wer that all Europe in c*oalition could not 
shake. And what an admirable picturesqueness there was about 
the assistants, the setting, and the staging of his drama ! 
llie escape on a pouring wet night, the spot chosen for the 
rendezvous — the extraortlinary alley of Saint-Pierre where the 

* AtrhiiH^M of the Ministry of War, Dossier Guidal. 

** MarseiUe, October 3rd, 1814, rue du Theatre-Fran^ais, No. 4. 

** When Guidal was sent to the arin;^ of La Vendue, he thought the 
moment was favourable to reveal a project he had long had in his heart, 
to overturn the Revolutionary Government and restore France to her 
legitimate kings. He had facilities for communicating with the true 
royalists of La Vend^, and arranged several interviews with (reneral 
Frott^ and Baron de Comar (mu-). They arranged together the plans for a 
counter revolution. These resolute leaders were arrested with five of their 
officers at Alen9on in the house of General Guidal, and he himself was 
carefully guarded. Bonaparte had him broucht to Paris, then sent him to 
Milan, and afterwards banishtKl him to this department, and he was soon 
afterwards put on half-pay. 

' ' During nis exile, this brave Frenchman had thought'over the means of 
bringing his plans to a successful issue. Ho came to Marseille, and con- 
ceived the bold idea of communicating with the English squadron in the 
Me<literranean. He succeeded in havmg several interviews, and establish- 
ing relations with the English Admirals, Sir Charles Cotton and Colling- 
wood. Such a project re(iuired great and painful sacrifices on the part of 
(General Guidal Everything was ready for the execution of his plan. 
The king. Your August brother, was to have been proclaimed througtiout 
the whole of the south of France, but all was discovered, ami G^eral 
Guidal arrested," .... Ac. 
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ix>ik$ipinitjint uiet^ Ibc Spaitiitli tnunk who nhclWntl ihii^ii for' 
thi; night, aiwi who^o? ijortmit ba^ btn.*ii diiMlAi»ruUy tjmitted 
hy all hbtorUnii; tlwt night pifu«i»ed in the MttimiK ciuarter 
wliL-ii all around well* hlct*ping in [Rvut*, iht»e men only 
wfutjng for tlK tmJti to limrt* ciflT brfuft; thry fn-ertumdl 
Nii|i4}lttifi^ii emptii^^ — all ihmnB t]iittg?< gn in make up ti drama 
po ix^ntplc'tv^ no f-™— **^ -*•«* •H* IiigJily-ccittiurt^l, Uial i*t 
niiNc itmru tlian « iticiU n-JtMnL*"; whit'h have 

[tn*vi<nU^! %Kit'h a fioi dii^ truitt^tl by luiyUidy but 



juLrty-fmmphki 

ITiv lli»* Saint ' Rut? tkn I)cin»'4'ortes stm 

^x]Kt. l^t;y im^ m inU> nnv, ml led tlie Bue 

Villebanlonln^ fom id alley.H int^tiiig at a tight 

angle i and ibe ol^ Fiem^ whit^ U hard by» ha« 

bc^me tibfe ImpMi l. , 

It takett sfdtiitr tfoitDie tn you are not well iu'C|umr)ted fl| 

for your \m\ns when you do find it. The passage has never had 
but one side, and one house, divided into three tenements. 
This house gets morc grimy and hmthsome as you advance up 
the pass4\ge, and a sticky dampness oozes out of the damp 
wall, which is invgularly pieix*eil with odd windows, only 
some of whirh have shutters — thase of the comer house, 
which, Ix'ing ncanr the light and traffic, has been obliged to 
make itself respectable. The other part has certainly never 
bi'en cleaned, scTaped, painted, or washed since 1812. The 
last and lowest door in this passage serves as an entrance to 
an alley, so dark that you have to gmj>e your way, and where 
you guess rather tluui see the begiiniing of a lop-sided, 
tottering, wooden staiivase, which leads to a sort of ill-looking 
courtyaRl fix)m which you can see the rear of this extra- 
ordinary building. A well, now filled up, stood there 
formerly. 

In this alley hxlged the Abbe de Cajamano, who lived on 
the third fi(K)r, in the part neai-est the entrance to the 
passage. It is \ery probiible — as we shall see — that Malet 
selecte<l this place for him, as being suitable for cx>nspirators. 
The spot has never been visited or described by historians — 
who generally care little for scenery — but it is astonishing 
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that the Abbe has never attracted any of them, for he was 
a singular personage, and a conspirator of no common 
kind. 

He w&s bom at Saint-Jacques de Compostella about 1775. 
In January, 1808^five years before the Malet affair — he had 
been arrested at Chambery, when coming from Spain, with a 
passport for Paris delivered by the sub-prefect of Bayonne. 
People who mistook their road, intentionidly or not, were not 
much liked in those days, so the gendarmes undertook to put 
him in the right way, and the Abbe de Cajamano was 
brought to Paris, handcuflcd and well escorted, and taken 
before the Prefect of Police, who interrogated him. 

The Abbe's replies were not satisfactory. He stated, in an 
almost unintelligible jargon, that he was a priest, that he had 
c"oine to France in the suUe of Prince de Masserano, the 
Si)anish Ambassador, whom he had accompanied to 
Fontainebleau, and if he had been arrested at Chambery, it 
was because he was on his way to Rome to be relieved from 
his priestly vows. IVince de Masserano, when consulted, 
replied that Cajamano had never been in his miie; but he 
well remembered that, in November, 1807, "a Franciscan 
monk of that name came to his hotel, without a |)assjK)rt, and 
declared that he had escaped from his convent and was going 
to Rome for some question of conscience.'" The opinion ot 
the fxilice about Cajamano is shown by the gradation of the 
terms applied to him in the official correspondence. At first, 
he is called " Monsieur Tabbe *" ; then " the Spanish priest in 
c|uestion *" ; when his Aml)assador has renouiK*ed him he 
becomes "this foreign nionk^ — and when, in his last exam- 
ination, he owned that he had no means of subsistence, he is 
called "this individual,^ and sent to the prison of La 
Force. 

The hoase of detention in the Rue du Roi-de-Sicile was at 
that time the chief receptacle for all the pigrc of France — the 
slang term here conveys a moral lesson, for ffcgre comes from 
the I^tin pigritia. It consisted of a lot of enormous 
buildings, jumbled together without any plan, and separated 
by courtyards without sunlight, fresh air, or verdure. There 
were four storeys fiUed with thieves, loose women, Chouans, 

32a Y 2 




EOMANCES OF THE FEEKCH REVOLUTION 

ftwiridkrK, buiicnifitm cunvk^tji wlio Iiad otcaped and been i 
Ukai, iragftbcndiy fuwj muidicn^ni ; — the ** new butldiiig* 
(n UfTibly (lark, doci«j«t^ irortn-^iieii rtiiii) containCTl 
than four hiiitdrccL Tbc gaol-books of the piiMin ^ill cxi^, 
aiitl nothing cfto gin.» a awtv correct idea of thU bi^Tc of lU* 
«tm*ns than tbt^^ ciiootMiiiA f^i^ers the pdgeft of whkh, 
coM'tTfi with lhou««]3 imb of rfeAm^ mt hhrndn^d 

by tobncv^HJiiiioke. an mi having been so often 

thouibrti by thr lii llie Abbe dc CnJAmftrHK 

not ha%i]ig a pc] d^ bad to ciidnn? all Uie 

hormrtt of bring bL-<ui«r lonribtc crew* lie wiitcht*d» 

with terror, fiftbt*, ni tei* set baUles c-^st-ajjt^ mn\ 

irpningK ; Ik* iK^ant n< Uni but the filthy f«lang f>f 

the hulks ; of Frvii [)lhittg but arfiiH^ and tbiM 

bi^ll u|M>ti ciirth wmk au of FmiSt and it mti^st be 

confc-'^'HHJ that If tJui« «lnipit^*iiiindnl priest was iit nil 
prejudictxl ii|pitn>t iUv- revijlutiuiiary rc^mt in FraiK'ei hb 
expL'rieiu^ uii^ tuvt **f i* iiUinv to nrnk'^ 1"ni t JTrin^^ Itis 
opinion. He sent a complaint to his Ambassador, but the 
letter was forwarded through the j)oliee, and, in the days of 
Fouehe, Real, and Dubois, everything that came from that 
(juarter instinctively inspiivd distrust, so the Amba^ssador 
never i*eplied. A sec^ond jK'tition met with no better success; 
seeing which the |K)lice kept biuk all that followed, which 
went to swell the dossiiT, The jM)or monk, imagining that 
his FixMich was not understood, drew up his [x?titions in Latin 
phrases extracted from his breviary, but they succeeded no 
better. 

The Abbe remained at La Force four years and a half, at 
the end of which time he got out by means of " a pastiHon 
sent to Ireland."*' " A postilion *" is a note rolled up in a 
})ellet of bread-crumb ; and it is " sent to Ireland "" — from one 
country to another — when it is thrown from tlie prison 
windows into the street without passing thixiugh the official 
channel. By this means, Cajamano, whose conscientious 
scruples seem to have dietl haid, was somehow brought into 
connection with the Abbe Jean Baptiste I^fon, who hatl been 
shut up from 1809 in the vuilsofi de saute of Dr. Dubuisson 
in the Place du Trone, on a cliarge of ** having preached 
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doctrines subversive to existing order.*" ^Fhe Abbe Lafon 
was a royalist agent, and consequently had no great influence) 
but he recommended Cajamaiio to the priest who came every 
Sunday to read M&ss to the prisoners in Dubuisson^s 
establishment — the Abbe Claude Sombanlier, treasurer of 
Notre Dame, and formerly " metropolitan registrar.^ He 
interested himself in Cajamano's case, and mentioned it to 
Count Cor\'etto, State Councillor, with whom he was 
acquainted, who procured the prisoner's release. Cajamano 
left La Force on May 22nd, 1812, 

With the aid of tiie police notes, we can follow the poor 
wretch's wanderings. As soon as he left the prison, 
he had himself conducted to the Rue du Fouarre, to the 
house of his benefactor, the Abbe Sombartlier, who, by the 
way, had never seen him, and who drew back in horror when 
he found ensconcecl in his dining-room this unkempt, shirtless 
stranger, clad in a tattered cassock, bnitalised by four years 
of prison, so afraid of Paris tliat he refused to stir out of the 
house, and who expressed himself in a jargon that w&s half 
Spanish, half prison-slang. The Abbe Sombardier, whose life, 
until the Revolution, had been passed in a succession of 
quiet metropolitan livings, was foncl of comfort He liked a 
cosy home with his books neatly arranged, his linen snowy 
white, and furniture well polished. He was horrified at the 
result of the good action he had done. Would this intruder 
always live with him ? Must he endure for long the society 
of this lost sheep, who had no money, and appeared, more- 
over, incapable of earning any? The worthy ecclesiastic 
could not endure this trial more than three weeks, during 
which time he puzzled his braias to find some work for his 
protege. He then turned him out, after presenting him with 
a bed and a letter to the Cure of Saint-Gervais, who had 
charitably offered to lodge the Spaniard in the steeple of his 
church, and employ him as an " attache '^ on parochial duties. 
Two months later, Cajamano had regained his independence. 
The duties he had perfonned as an auxiliary to the clergy of 
Saint-Grervais and Notre Dame de Bonne Nouvelle, and most 
probably also the discreet liberality of some royalist devotees, 
enabled this victim of the usurper to set up on his own 
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wH^oant He lort^t^l in Ihc Ktir A^ JuiK And front ' 
went every Sum by mnniing to vi^t the Abtx^ lAfim, wbo'^ 
wnsi ytill H fjriKiiiiiT in Ibe mawfi clr aetJiie at tbe Pbicr du 
TnHH% nmj thi^n^ it wjii« that Cnjanui&o mel Mb]c4, 

Hirn^ ]i« iKi 1 114^ I tfi tliptciim fti 1t*fifjtfa Ma]ct\ plain ^<^b 
tuixl 1»i*t*fi in hi^ hb ul Miitie y*MT%, Bc*in;^ n aoldier» and 
Uiunnighly HtiUial \ i nt rlj^iptiiie, he hail warn 

U* the cfMirhi^ion ti JU iielf-(mKNCM«d maiif dtd 

in n (venfmlV t mi form, beftin' n body of triMipA iod 

gjive hij« unirfN, Uiiy i ubejx^l lliat «» im 

wtjiHirifc-point Tlic o J wiut to pet out of priioii^ 

ant] tin<l a qniet npot wni emiltl put mi hh titiifonti. 

When ouvii hv wan outni ncKm^l tiji^ he was to preMeiit 

hitn)«elf Miitie utght at nnv; e burrn^kis nccompajited hv 

an rinlerly officer to malu «eifi inon^ rtatuml — it Wftn 

It/itenn, who, vfthont Ix^ing taken into the (M^jenil^ 
confidence, was to play this dangeroas part — and then wake 
up the offict»rs and read thein a " senatus-consultum ** of his 
own nmnufactiiix% announcing the death of the Emperor 
under the walls of Moscow and the constitution of a new 
Govennnent. After that he would cause the assembly to be 
soundetl, the troops would follow him, and he would seize 
U|K)n the Prefecture, the offices of the Ministers of Police and 
of War, and guard them with picked men who were them- 
selves his du|)es, and would therefore play their part better. 
In this way, and solely by virtue of jmssive obedience, he 
would, in less than a morning, have the whole machinery 
of the (Jovermnent under his contml. Such was Malet's 
plan : — a mad scheme, in which everybody except himself was 
to act in gocxl faith, and which — theoretically — was bound to 
succeed, all the details being mapjKHl out as carefully as the 
scene- plot of a play. 

It is very surprising that in the minute inquiry which 
followed the failure of this plot, no attempt was made to find 
out how Malet came to be actjuainted with Cajamaiio. 
Very probably, the ex -General re|K»ated a trick which had 
been tried in the conspimcies (hiring the Regency, and 
made the Spaniard copy documents he did not under- 
stand — amongst others the " senatus-consultum ^ whidi was 
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to be used to convince varioas officials of the death of the 
Emperor and the formation of a provisional Government^ 
No doubt it was also Malet who — being anxious to find 
a quiet spot where he could take refuge when he escaped 
from the inahton de saute, and where he could meet Rateau 
— advised Cajamaiio to leave the Rue des Juifs, and take 
a lodging in some unfrequented street close to the Minimes 
barracks, where he intended to try his first experiment. 
The Spaniard searched about the Marais quarter, and, on 
September 26th, found the blind-alley of Saint-Pierre, and 
noticed there were rooms to let there. He examined the 
apartment, which consisted of two furnished rooms on the 
third floor, and settled arrangements with Dewunsch, who was 
the principal lodger in the house. The same evening a 
porter brought a box containing the effects of the Abbe, who, 
soon afterwards, took possession of the apartment. 

After that date, the inhabitants of the Rue des Douze- 
Portes, and the Rue Saint-Pierre enjoyed the rare spectacle of 
a foot-passenger in their streets, for at all times of the day 
they saw this black -haired, bilioas-looking priest, gaunt from 
enforced fasts, striding along the muddy pavement. He did 
not willingly speak to anyone, and walked fast, with 
his eyes cast down. He had no money, and Dewunsch, 
who, as agent for the landlord, knew sometiiing of the Abbe, 
could never learn where or when his lodger took his meals. 
Perhaps — like the hermits of the ITiebaid — the recluse of the 
Alley Saint-Pierre lived on spiritual contemplation instead of 
food. 

On October 22nd, about ten o'clock at night, a man 
knocked at the AbbtTs door. He brought a trunk which 
he had fetched from Mme. Malet\s house in the Rue de 
rUniversite, and which contained the General'^s uniform and 
sword, as well as a complete uniform for a staff-officer, 
intended for Rateau. This man was Boutreux, twenty-eight 
years of age, and the brother of a priest who had long been 

* There in reaBon to believe that the copies of the aenatus-consuHuin and 
the proclamations are in Cajamano's handwriting. — Natumal Archives^ 
Dossier Cajamafio. 
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a(x|iuunt^l mtb the AbW T^fnti. r«jiiini%na lirul never met 
Boutnmi, but had n^^ei^i^l notit^' t>f hU \ l^lL TIk-v Ui<! out Uie 
Gi^iieml's uniform on the hvA. At nbout t\m stnme hour, tlie 
Getieml, flfranipanied by tht^ Abbt^ I^fon, Utl\ Dr. Diib*ii?*iorjV 
e«tabliahmciit by opening u littli< j^mWit-ilmir tn which \w 
hatl pFoc'Uixtl a donbk* key,^ ■ 

The two fu ong tht* iiititntiiiiiiljly lo!^J'' 

Fauboiii]g Sainv ing (jukkly. I^fon airncx] 

utidcr hi^ii artn an :foIiu, wliidi ixiiiUiiiii^l nil tlie 

official papers ol ferniuejit They cro«MMl the 

Place de la Bft»t - ■ down the Rtit* Ntmve SHint* 

Gille.% to the alley re- CajainHno ftiid Iknttnnjx 

recei vetl t hem » mic y pu t on hii* i ii i 1 i tiuy ra-s 1 1 1 1 ntv 

Ilateaii arrived i rds in the condition ulrriidy 

descTit>ed, so t^ m. put on hiii new untfonn of k 

staff officer. Bontrtnix alone, who wa.H to play tlu^ jmrt of a 
coninnsitary of {x>Uct% wore a civiUan^s dress, over which was 
H tri-coloured scarf bought that day in the Palais Royal. He, 
Cajainano, and I^fon buNied themselves in dating the copies 
of the " senatus-consultuiu '' and proclamations, and addressing 
them to the officers for whom they were intended. 

It was one o'clock in the morning when all these prepara- 
tions were finished. Malet opened the window and looked 
into the street ; the alley and as much as could be seen of the 
Rue Saint-Pierre were cjuite desertcnl ; the fugitives had not 
been followed, that was certain, but the rain was falling in 
toiTents, and they must wait. They had supper, drank Macon 
wine, and brewecl a bowl of punch — a proof that Cajamaiio, 
who was little accustomed to such luxurious living, had been 
furnished with money to buy provisions. A strange and 
pathetic sight it nmst have been, this meeting of three men 
aiming to overturn the Empire and the two priests, their 
accomplices, smoking, drinking, and instinctively whispering 
together as though they feared to disturb the rest of the 
sleeping city, which next morning was to awake trembling in 
anguish at the tragedy they were about to play. 

' The (letailn which follow are taken from the papers relating to Malet 
^nd liis accomplices preserved in the Nafioiial Archii^e^i. 
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THE ABBfi DE CAJAMAlSfO 

It was half-past three when Malet, Rateau, and Boutreux 
started. Cajamaiio accompanied them to the street door ; he 
saw the three men disappear in the darkness and rain ; they 
tunied to the left, into the Rue Neuve Saint-Gilles. 
Cajamano mounted again to the third floor, and his conversa- 
tion with the Abbe I^fon, when the two were sitting alone 
at the supper table, mast have rivalled in dramatic intensity 
the preceding scene. The two priests, left to their own 
reflections, though dead tired, did not dare to go to bed. 
They listened to every noise in the street, and guessed how 
much time would be needed for Malet to carry out his absurd 
plan. They expected to see the three conspirators appear, 
flying from their pursuers ; then, as the hours passed, they 
became more confident, believed the plot had succeeded, and 
indulged in all manner of wild guesses as to the scenes that 
must have been enacted in this dismal comedy. Their 
illusion was complete when, about dawn, the two Abb6j heard 
the tramp of men marching far off^ in the Rue des Minimes. 
Had the Greneral met with no obstacle in his first attempt ? 
And, in fact, at that very hour, he was advancing at the head 
of a thoasand men (who had been placed at his disposal, 
without any difficulty, by the colonel of the Tenth Cohort) 
towards the prison of La Force, whither he was going to 
liberate his two old comrades, Guidal and Lahorie. 

Cajamano and I^fon neither saw nor heard any other sign. 
Little by little the (juarter awoke ; all seemed to be calm ; 
nobody appeared to be concerned about the great events 
which hacl taken place. About half-past nine they heard 
the sound of a carriage rolling over the pavement of the Rue 
Neuve Saint-Gilles. It turned into the Rue Saint-Pierre, and 
stopped at the entrance to the alley. Rateau jumped out, 
with only a shirt on — he was in as great a hurry to get rid of 
his staff'-officer s uniform as he had been to put it on the 
previous evening ; and in the hurry of undressing he had even 
broken one of the cab windows. 

Cajamano saw him haggling with the cabman about the 
price of the pane. Rateau carried his unifonn tied up in 
^ handkerchief— that was a bad sign. He climbed the stairs, 
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arid told fhmm e?i*rythliipf In ft few irordu — hank^ tbmr vttan|it 
had sim.'e^k^l al IIjc biimirks *illi tln^ putice^ and at &t 
Hutrl di* Vitle, but luul tnilcf) at thr tiiiHtaiy hi*Aili|iiarteRi. 
Ill flnubli* fjtitoli titnt* \w hml flonncx] hiii mitforui of corpival 
of I hi* ^tuint^ liiitl Mritlii»ii(. Mtuppiiig to ninke lengthy 4*ji|ilaiift- 
tiuiiA nT fart wi'lU^ nui off to |fvl Imk to barmrLs wfaiUt 



coqKJral had kift. 
tlic we]]* 

An i(» IjLfmu «t Ha4« 
the rooiti^ ami nofaeki 
lieart) rif ii|tH>n ditritur 
uiilil tlitf II<>ttrU»fiN I m 

All wuh qitlet in l 
httiinl of the iiffain C lui 



dcjitmyixi th«? unifiomi Uic 
attd mbm be tbnev into 

roftU be had itljppod out of 
il the utaim. He was nev^e 
iin$« attd did not naappeAr 

id few PariAian^f bad evcti 
id some dtfSmtty tn finding 
otft Mint Miilt'f^ Guiciau Uininie, ItcintriHiv^ liiitciii^ And 
twenty others had been arrested. He felt no anxiety on 
his own aw'oinit. But in the afternoon, a cabnian " related 
a (hx)ll story"'' at a shabby restaurant in the Rue de la Cor- 
derie, kept by Taehera, a blind man, who had lost his sight 
foin* yeaT*s a^^). On the previous evening, the cabnian said, 
he hml taken up a fare who had entered his cab dressed 
as a (*or|M>ral of the guanl, and got out, stark naked, at a 
houM* in the alley of Saint-Pierre.^ As soon as the cabman 
finishe<I his anecdote, amidst the laughter of his hearers, a 
man tonclii^l him on tlie shoulder, led him on one side, 
whis|K'rtHl a few wonls in his ear, and took him to the 
Pi-efecture of Policv, where his storj' was heard with much 
more interest tlian it had evokeil at Tacheia's hsLW Thus it 
came to 'pass tliat at dawn, on the 25th, the Alley Saint- 
Pien-e was invrnknl by a crowd of gendarmes, policemen. 
State (\)uncilloi*s an<l other officials, in full uniform, all 

• Tachoni (Nicolas), inn -keeper, stated that on October 23rd. Georges, cab- 
driver, eiiteroil his house to take his food, and declared in a loud voice that 
on the previous evenin^ he had driven to the Alley Saint-Pierre a spurious 
aide de camp, who, during the journey, had taken oflT all his clothes, 
which he carried tied up in a handkerchief, so that he might leave the cab 
without In-ing rei-oginseil, and that as soon as the cab stopped he 
hurric<lly cntcrtni a door which was quickly opened for him." — Archives of 
the Prt/fcfun of Polkt. 
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displajdng extraordinary zeal. At the bottom of the alley 
two inspectors carefully guarded Cajamano whilst the house 
was searched and the well emptied. There the shako and 
sabre left by Rateau were found. Cajamaiio seemed 
stupefied. He was confronted with Georges, the cabman, 
and only murmured a few wonLs of Spanish. When brought 
face to face with Rateau, who confessed everything, the Abbe 
looked stupid, and did not reply. He was sent to the 
Abbaye Prison, where Malet and his twenty accomplices — 
seventeen of whom were his dupes — were iJready confined. 
But Lafon was particularly " wanted,*" and it was hoped he 
would be found through the means of Cajamano — and this 
saved the Spaniard'^s life. He did not appear before the 
court-martial^ which condemned the ex-General and eleven 
of the unfortunate wretches who had by chanctj played a part 
in this remarkable conspiracy. From his cell at the Abbaye, 
Cajamano saw the others led out to execution. He was 
purpasely forgotten, for it was advisable to be silent about a 
plot which cast discredit on the Imperial Constitution. 
From the Abbaye the Simnish monk returned to La Force, 
and was aftcmartls l(x;kcd up at Sainte-Pelagie and in the 
donjon of Vincennes. He did not come out of prison till the 
Bourbons had retunied. 

Quietly and uncomplainingly, he then resumed the place 
amongst the minor clergy of Saint-Gervais which the Abbe 
Sombardier had previously procured him. He still occupied 
it in 1832. He was a sad, sickly-looking priest, of no par- 
ticular age, who never spoke. He is reproached with being 
"rather distrastful '^ — which was excusable enough in this 

1 There is, however, a report amongst the papers which leads us to 
believe that Cajamaiio did appear before a military coinmisaion. ** Reports 
to H.M. the Kmperor and King. Fernandez de Cajamaiio has been 
acquitted by the military tribujial . . . but the grave charces against 
him, and the suspicions niisetl by his previous conduct, render it desirable 
that he should not bo set at liberty. His Majesty is desired to give his 
orders concerning this prisoner. It was at Cajamafio*s hMlgiugs that 
Malet and Rateau dated their documents and put on their uniforms." At 
the foot of the paper is written, in another hand, "detain him, and guanl 
him closely-, Paris, February 9th, 181.S " ; followe<l by Napoleon's bold 
dashing signature. — National ArrhirtH, Papers relating to the Malet 
Conspiracy. 
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PROTOTYPE OF CESAR BIROTTEAU 

Thk Revolution made a blunder in rendering the perfumers 
discontentetl. A crisis in cosmetics, let me explain, coincided 
with the abolition of titles ; and the fashionable world, 
when it emigrated, struck a deiidly blow at the trade in 
amber and marjoram, whicli had flourished so greatly during 
the Regency. The nobles who remained renounced the 
luxuries of former days ; iK>wders a la rchw or a la marcchalc 
were siLspectcd of being " uncivic'"; fashionable ladies were 
disgusted with red, and put no rouge on their cheeks, and, in 
1793, it was not pnident to use jKTfumery. 

No doubt it was for these reasons — for no others can be 
found — that Marie Antoine Caron, |x;rfumer, established 
since 1778 in the Rue du Four Saint-Germain, at the comer 
of the Rue des Canettes, hated from the bottom of his heart 
the Revolution "which had put down j)owder, and made 
everybody dress their hair a la THu,h,^ 

The discoveries of M. G. Hanotaux, relating to several 
obscure [K)ints in the private life of Balzac, have shown how 
the novelist was initiated into the ixiyalist intrigues of the 
time of the Consulate, and have made his works a picture- 
gallery of portraits so life-like that they can be recognised 
without difficulty in spite of pseudonyms. The heroes are 
real to such a degree that in timiing over the [Kilicxi reconls 
of tlie time it is possible to identify many of them. Such 
an one is " Marche-a-Terre *" ; that otlier is State-Coimcillor 
Malin ; another is the {)olice-spy, Corentin ; and here are 
the heroic Michu, the noble Demoiselle d'Esgrignon, and 
the De Simease brothers. Al], how well he knew them, and 
has depicted them ! What history can rival his novels ? If 
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the Ituly who iutrocliictn} him to thcni hftd not kucywti the 
IMiHicjt tht'nif*t*lveM, who had prudently taken n^fiige in 
Knglmul, ^lu* wjLH iu'i|u&Jiitt<cl with nil the minor actons and 
hai] him^lf UvihI Uial ttrrihli? lite of disguises canix^ilnieiit*, 
aiid pumuiLH — the life of "€liKiie-MiiM'tt<r and Muchc-jjot** 
— which wart Uic hit of ** tlic opiK>dtiiin ^ in the day* of the 



of perfumer C^ront fitmi 
over OKain* and his niune 
nm ill the recitids of tiie 
I remembered it latert litid 
|pEictei9 in ^^ Scenes tie la 
tigGUp md his illuj«triwi» 

iiilieiie biipLi3M.*d hi^ ro]iy, 
iw^i tile itc]]ii-Kupi*i>titimis« 
of hi« ihiinu-ft^n* it 



Con»ulAte. All ki^^*^ **»^ **^^ 

having been hidd< 

niUit have cropp 

royal i»t-Wly frieiut c^, 

Caruti served a.«i a n 

Vie |x>yt]qiie^ — tb- 

8Uccv«Mirt C^or Uir 

Caron wan nauii 
C^nar ; and to a 
!iii{H)rtauce he nti 
would seem that he has intenlioimlly left a liiii{Ini:irk for 
searchers trying to ferret out the original of the shop-keeper 
of the Rciiw di.s Flenrs, The ivst of the portrait is marvel- 
lously alike, and on re-reading the first fifty pages of "Ci'-sar 
Birotteiiu,"" you may believe you are turning over the police 
notes preserved in Caron's dosfder^ and which, it is very 
txTbiin, wei*e unknown to Balzac. 

(.aron-Birotteau, when he airived in Paris from his native 
village, possesscnl nothing but a pair of hob-nailed lx)ots, a 
pair of biveches and blue stockings, a flowered waistcoat, 
thive shirts made of good linen, mid a stout walking-stick. 
Having very tjuickly found out that '* the application of 
* everyone for himself is the gosjwl of all big cities,*" he 
managed so well that fi-om a workman he became a clerk, 
and from a clerk a master — master of the Reine des Fletirs^ 
the most freiiuented shop for perfumes and essences in all the 
Abbaye quarter. Then came the Revolution, the decay of 
trade and dearth of customers, and at once followed regi'et 
for the " fallen tyrants,"" conversations in the evening when 
the shop was closed, the street quiet, and the cash told : the 
narration of the misfortunes of lx)uis XVI., and the virtuous 
actions of the Queen, who brought {)owder into fa.shion. 
Connnercial iutei-ests made the perfumer "a fanatic for 
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royalty *" ; for some of the customers of the Reitw des Fleurs 
were the most active and most devoted emissaries of the 
Bourbons. They made his shop a meeting-place to talk 
over events ; they exchanged letters they feared to confide 
to the post, and very soon the shop beoime the centre of 
correspondence between the Chouans of the West and the 
agents of the Princes in Paris. Thither dropped in unex- 
pectedly waggoners and drovers who had come long distances, 
and starved and dead-tired men with such names as ^* Grand 
Jaa]ues,^ or ** Jambe d** Argent,'' but who, when they met in 
the kitchen, called each other " my dear Coimt "" or " Monsieur 
le Marquis.'*' Thus the perfumer of the Rue du Four became, 
almost against his will, a daring conspirator. 

He was the most honest man in the world*—" good faith 
come down upon earth,'' the neighbours said — and too 
straightforward " to suspect the rascalities of others." More- 
over, he was very religious, and went jsecretly to M&ss at eight 
o'clock every morning. But though simple, good-natured, 
obliging, and artless, " he could never be wholly a fool or an 
idiot, for honesty and kindness rendered every act of his life 
worthy of respect" 

Such was the history of Cesar Birotteau, and such is also 
that of Antoine Caron ; and though the latter must ever 
remain ccrlipsed by the glory of his illustrious ct>unterpart, his 
personal adventures, nevertheless, deserve to be recomited. 
Caron was fifty-five years old at the time of " the 18tli of 
Bruniairc." ^ He had been a widower since 1787, and lived 
with his daughter, a very pioas and charitable person, who 
before long " consecrated herself to the cloister." After his 
wife's death he had taken as housekeeper a relative, Fran^oise 
Souder, who domineered over everybody, and governed the 
house, the clerks, the quarter, and Caron himself. She was 
believed to be his mistress, and had brought with her an 
orphan girl, Victoire Cuvilliers, whom she said was her niece, 
and who in 1800 was nearly twelve years old. It should be 
added that tlie shopman was named Valentin, and that the 
house — the sign of which was a large picture of flowers 

» Nalwiiol Arthiots, F, 6306. 
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placed between the two itrst-floor windows and tocliiioj 
towardfi the street — mcluded besides the sbop b back-patjour^ 
whicb opened on a rather narrow alky which had two 
entrances^ one in the Rue du Four, the other in the Rwt d© 
Canettes. Caion, Fran^x>ise, and Victoire lodged on tie 
first floor ; Valentin slept on the second floor, whe^re then^ wii» 
also a E^inall, unoccupied room. 
It As anyone who Weltered p-'^'^bed royalists risked Ic^ing 
'ids head, and generally loeit : may well be imagined tlut 
Caron did not care to p] ^^ s gauie^ and did not begin to 
do so until after tlie l^t^t m di^iaire, when the guiUDtuie 
seemed to be thorougbl; led. ITie famous '*day of 

sections'" isaw the small rth ind Hjiopkecpers descend mto 

the street for the first i litherto all the rioting bad 

been done by the lower ^ ut thii* was an insurrection of 

pcac^eable citiiEens — wi iray, dived into their burrows 

at the first sound of m .* But as no severe mea^oie^ 
were taken against them mese worthy people grew bolder^ 
and though they daretl not venture out again tbey grunibted 
in their back-shops,^ ,^|K)ke agaia^t the Government to their 
neighbours, and, finding it was not dangerous, pei^severed in 
the practice— whence the unpopularity of the Directory, in 
the early dajrs of the Consulate, however, there were rumours 
of wholesale transportations and people being shot secretly, so 
citizens took fright and soon ceased to be discontented. When 
the governmental weapon is sharp-edged, a man must be 
either an adventurer or a hero if he does not prefer the hilt 
to the blade. 

So, after Vendemiaire, Caron, believing the Revolution was 
at an end, indulged in the luxury of a political opinion, and 
embraced the cause of royalty. The assistance he rend«^ 
consisted in receiving into his house the Princes^ agents, who 
were being tracked by the police of the Directory. Tlie first 
who lodged there was Pastoret; afterwards there came 
Margadel, Cormatin, and, perhaps, Frotte himself. The 
refugee was given the upper chamber, which was readied by a 
trap-door ; the friends who came to see him asked for a per- 
fume in some previously-arranged phrase, and whilst Caron 
pretended carefuUy to weigh out benzoin pastilles or oil of 
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pearls, Valentin watched the street, and the visitor ran upstairs 
to the second floor. The best society met at the perfumer's 
hoase ; they all dined together, and at night when the shop 
was shut they talked freely. Little Victoire stood at the 
street door as sentinel, and tapped the shutters if €Lny 
suspicious-looking person passed along, those within dropping 
their voices until he was out of hearing. It seemed impossible 
to conspire more pleasantly.^ 

Caron'^s most frequent guest was Hyde de Neuville, on 
whose head a price was set and who, under the name of Paul 
Berry, came and went between London and Paris and Paris 
and Normandy as calmly as though he had been a Govern- 
ment agent. On two different occasions he stayed eight 
months with Caron. When a visit from the police was 
anticipated, he slipped behind the sideboard and pulled over 
him the shutter of one of the two neighbouring windows. 
The police surrounded the house, searched it from cellar to 
roof— but found nothing. The alarm being over and for- 
gotten, the refugee returned to his room and passed his time 
in making verses, which he sent to the Journal des Dames et 
des Modes. A song, entitled Le Vrai Paradhy which all Paris 
sung at that time, was by Hyde de Neuville. 

Whilst he was living with Caron, the perfumer was asked 
to give refuge to another imigri who was wanted by the 
police — a very good fellow, but a bit of a boaster and a great 
talker, so it was deemed prudent not to reveal to him the real 
name of Hyde, whose rooms he shared, and who was intro- 
duced to him as a refractory priest. The newcomer took a 
respectful liking to " Monsieur TAbbe,'' to whom he told long 
stories of his adventures and his high connections. One day 
at lunch the voice of a crier was heard in tlie street, and con- 
versation was saspended to listen to the news. With some 
anxioiLs curiosity they heanl these words : " Arrest and con- 
deuniation of the conspirator, Hyde de Neuville, judged by a 
court-martial and shot within twenty-four hoiirs.^ Tliough 
the news seemed improbable, Caron's guests looked at each 
other rather amazed, when suddenly the emigre threw himself 
into Hyde's arms, uttering inarticulate lamentations. " Oh, 
' XfUiotuU Archives, F, 6396, and the Mtmoirs of Hyilc de Neuville. 
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it \s (i-rtible— torrihli.-!'' Ik* critacl, ml letigtk "Wkl 
terriblt* i-^eiiU Moosiciir TAbtM^ ! Tbc barbariiuis ! T 
tmor iimii! He ws^ my friend, my rocKt intimali! Iiiml!*' 
Utile \'ivtoin' \mi in lc»%c liii? lab]e» bursting with iU*^ 
Huppre^tl lAii|Cli^*^t nnd Hyde tuul ittjilw diflcalt; tn pc-V 
nerving n M^riotm ikci? wbtkl bif etjitnoled hia cvjtnpiutiun oti 
the loK^ he frit Ml I 

Somi* tiriit* afti^ ^ tijf tnttti lU) ill, and tlittildiii 

htm.seir in <lHtigrri I ^ Motivieur TAbbe "* taht^ 

hiH coDfr-^L^ioti, I kpvclf nm long an be omM^ 

biit th*- ill her, «tUr|p ptttteiiiv Iht-if would bt* i" 

bringin]^ a pri^-wt i« rent, iinphind AbwoJittiou* 

Luckily lit* pA liettcr. mn mid l« the ramctiy, nfld^ 

the vm%^\ iiiot*?on I the huuiii% wbrn* H}fdH 

remairn-fi alom'. H© oei. e fnifiid «r alt ibt- Clami^ 

family, ^'ml ^■^*''* ^^r ^HtUlinf^ ^ViM?*'**iv.^ *-r *-^l fVijiTi IhT 
habitual prnniibling in his presence. ' Every Sunday Caron 
set out in his tmp for O/x^uor-la-Ferriere, where he possessed a 
small country-house. He never failed to take the refugee to 
stretch his legs, and gi»t a little fresh air. At the city gate, 
on the return jouniey in the evening, there was a little excite- 
ment. Hyde concealed himself at the driver's feet hidden by 
the big caniagi^ apron, and })as.sed under the very noses of 
the dotumuTs. Every week he risked his life for a day in the 
country. Hyde was, however, used to tricks of that sort 
With five dare-devils of his own kind, with long laddere, he, 
on the night of January 21st, 1^M)0, hung black drapery from 
top to bottom of the door of the Madeleine Church ; and in 
the Place de la Concorcle, pasted a manifesto of the Corate 
d'Artois on the four sides of the pedestal of the statue of 
Liberty, which w»is guaixled by a sentinel. As it was cold 
weather the sentniel marched round the monument, and Hyde 
i-egulating his pac«e to that of the soldier, succeeded in stick- 
ing up his bills and gettmg away without being noticed.^ 

These ciuasi-heroic acts of bravado look veiy charming 

as seen from a distance m old stories. Thi, gentJenieu who did 

them were endowed with a careless impertinence that made 

danger attractive, and their invincible good humour found 

> Mtfiwir^ of Hyde do NeuviUe 
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delight in the mast unpleasant situations. " Perils confronted, 
hazardous enterprises ! "" wrote Hyde, when he had become 
old. " You appear to me now rather to be regretted than 
cursed ; — enviable misfortunes of youth over which honour 
and devotion shed their glory."" But with Caron it was not 
the same ; the good man was a hero most reluctantly, and 
when he found out that Bonaparte was not a man to be 
trifled with, and that he risked his head when he sheltered 
the CoiisuFs enemies, he would have preferred to refuse hos- 
pitality to the Chouans. ITnfortunately, they were then being 
hunted down more than ever, and as they had informed each 
other that the Reuu: den Fleunt was a safe refuge, almost every 
night the perfumer nx^eived some fresh guest — greatly against 
his will, and with much heart-quaking. In March 1804, how- 
ever, when there was a duel to the death between the Consul 
and the undiscoverable Georges Cadoudal, then hidden in 
Paris, Caron determined to close his door. Patrols of police- 
men and gendarmes guaixled the principal streets ; plac«Jtis on 
white paper aimoun<*ed that " the receivers of the brigands 
would be treated like the brigands themselves,"" and that it was 
death to give shelter to one of these refugees, even for an 
hour, without denouncing him to the police. Some days 
before, Pichegru had been betrayed by his hast, and was said 
to have sometimes paid as nmch as 20,000 francs for one 
night's lodging. ^V ilescription of Georges and his officers was 
posted on all the walls, and it was known that they could not 
fail to be captm-ed or given up very soon — unless they first 
killed the Consul. In short, Caron began to consider the 
matter seriously.^ 

Georges and two of his men — Burban and Joyaut — had then 
occupied, since February 17th, a garret in a fruit-seller^s 
hoase in the Rue de la Montagne-Sainte-Genevieve. Mme. 
I^moine, their landlady, did not know who her lodgers were, 
and as she was a great chatterer, their position was highly 
dangerous. A safer refuge must be found at all hazards. 
Some one pro{X)sed the upper room at Caron's house, and 
Georges accepted the offer. On March 1st, Burban came to 

' XcUional Archivcit. Conspiracy of (leorges and bis acoomplioes, F^, 
6392 to 6405. Archived of tht Pr^tcture qf Police, 
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the Rthw Jtn FttfiTM^ and whiUt buying « pot cif roofe, took 
the perfiiiniT on ntit* nifle, iitiil a^ked him if In- wtiuld roa*»ciit 
** to kxlf^* thn^v giKxl fellow*,'* Curtin rvfu^4tL Biirban 
came Ijurk four «Uyi* Uter; he wa» gn«atly «giUt«d, ** wept 
much, iiinl ofl'eml 8000 frntH^*" Cm.rm% appeiird 
affectel i mM^nj; which^ the devat^fl Fmji^tii»e iiiti^feml. 



grumbling th*it \hey 
that ^ thi^ vvast rtdt a t 
away, ^iftfr iiitimatii 
evening of tht? 7th I 
troubk^i in hi a mi ltd 
he had been in bed nm 
his roonu leading l]ttl» 
the beij atui t)i'g|$fctl h' 
woman we[it, the girl 



ltd oti the guJUotint\ and 
c anybody," Burbiui went 
wiiidil t*nnie bftck Oil the 
nt<ply* Th<* perfumer wa^ 
at ^Ltipper ht* wm» ^leiit^ and 
im* wh**ji Fmn^'OiM^ entered 
my Inith knelt by tJie wde of 
make any protiiisc,'^ The 
nd Caroii joined bin tearh 



to Uieir^. Ht* prc*testccj mat )j hg did not ghv shelter to 
these |MK)»- iK'^iijle *' he jJiouId be wilding them to their death,* 
and that he would be " more guilty than he who betrayed 
Pichogru.^ ^ He finished by saving that " he would leave 
himself in the hands of Providence, and would have a Mas8 
said. The following moniing little Victoire was sent to 
"onler"^ one at tlie Carmelite Church; she spoke to an old 
priest, the Abbe Enard, saying that Caron ** wished a Mass 
said to the Holy Ghost to know the will of God as to an 
important decision he had to take.*" The Ma^s was celebrated 
at eleven oV'lock ; Franyoise and Victoire were present, and 
Caron assisted. On returning, he declared that " his con- 
science was at ease, and he would lodge these gentlemen.**" 

In the afternoon, he i*eceived a visit from a vicar of 
SL Sulpice, the Ablx' de Keravenan, then celebrated for the 
pious zeal he hml displayed during the Terror. It was he 
who, in 1793, had {)orfonncd the marriage service at the 
wed<ling of Danton and Ix3ui.se Gely, an<l who, by the desire 
of Mme. Gcly, the mother of I^uise, hiul ac*companied the 
illustrious member of tlie Convention to the scaffold. 
M. de Keravenan often came to see Caron, where his advice 

» XfUional Anhive^, F, 6396. 

- Examination of Victoire Cuvillier, 2nd of Germinal, Year XII. 
"Natumal Archives, F, 6396. 
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w&s listened to as though it had been the gospel. In Cisar 
Birotteau there is also a holy priest, also vicar of Saint- 
Sulpice, the Abbe Loraux, who no doubt had M. de 
Keravenan for a prototype. The cAse was submitted to the 
Abbe; he appeared to be fully informed about it, and 
declared *' that he could receive this gentleman who was 
a good man.*"^ This opinion settled everything. It was 
arranged with Burban that, on the following Friday, which 
was March 9th, Georges should come to Caron^s about eight 
oVlock in the evening, by the Rue des Canettes, in a cabriolet 
which would be driven by Leridan, one of his men. Burban 
and Joyaut would come on foot, and join him an hour 
later. 

On the 9th, Caron was very restless ; and at seven in the 
evening he left the hoase. Franyoise had not been in a good 
temper all day. At eight oV'lock, finding the perfumer did 
not return, she took it upon herself to send little Victoire " to 
meet the gentlemen, and tell them not to come.*" The girl 
went along the Rue des Canettes; and on coming to the 
Place Saint-Sulpice at the end of the street saw " a cabriolet 
standing there, and a crowd round it.*" The cabriolet had 
only one lantern lighted, and the horse was blown, as though 
it had been running away. There was no one in the carriage, 
and Victoire learned that Georges, finding himself pursued by 
the police, had jumped out of the cabriolet whilst descending 
the Rue des Fosses-Monsieur-le-Prince, in the hope of 
escaping down some alley. But the crowd had immediately 
seized upon him. As for the driver, Leridan, he had kept on 
at full gallop through the Rue du Petit Bourbon, and the 
Rue des Aveugles; but his foundered nag had fallen in 
turning into the Rue des Canettes, and Leridan, quickly 
arrested, was already on his way to the Prefecture of Police. 

Victoire returned to the perfumer^s in tears. Whilst she 
was relating the event to her terrified aunt, in the kitchen, 
Joyaut, who was accompanied by Burban, suddenly appeared 
at the door in the alley in a state of great excitement 
Franfoise, who had never seen him, guessed that he was ^^ one 

^ M. de Keravenan was related to Baroo, one of the conspirators. — 
Naiional Arehivt^, AF^, 1490. 
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of the men."" ^e was afmid, and could only stammer, 
" Where Is the olher gentleman ? "^ 

"^^ He eMiaped by another road. Hide me," was the r€|)lyt 
and Fran^oiMj, trembling all over, led thein upstairs to tfae 
rootii with the trap-door, 

'ITie neift^ of Georges' dminatie arresst bad spr^ul tfafuf^ 
aJl the <niarten and — sseemg that Boiiaparte hml won ^ 
gamc^thofie who had been irresolute hesitated ito long^, 
and eried in the stret^-is: '* Lang hve the Finit ConsuJ, and 
dfiath to the Chuuans ! "* 

Camn rettnmed home very late, in a state of constematioa ; 
he went to his room without saying a word ; aiid no one at 
the Rchu^ den Flairs slept much that nighL^ 

The next day wa^^ pa^ed in anguish. E\*ery instant they 
expected to see the commijssary arrive, for Burban aiui Joymt 
had left the Rue de la Montagne-Sainte^enexiei e Uic 
prreviouH evening, at the same time as Geoi-^s, and hnH 
walked with him as far as the Place Saint-Etiame-du>Mont, 
where the cab awaited him. They were present at the 
banning of the pursuit, and came at once to the conclusioD 
that their leader was lost. It was wonderful that they had 
managed to reach the Rue des Canettes without being noticed. 

On the third day, however, as no policeman had appeared, 
confidence returned. Joyaut sent Victoire to buy some apples 
at the fhiit'shop in the Rue Montagne-Sainte-G^evieve, and 
learn, at the same time, what had occurred. The girl found 
the shop closed, and brought back no information. Hie two 
refugees were obliged to live a whole week without knowii^ the 
fate of their friends, and not daring to show themselves. At 
last, they persuaded Caron, who was in a hurry to get rid of 
them, to go to the ^^ Hotel garni des Ministres,'" in the Roe 
de rUniversite, and question a Mme. Gaste, who served as a 
go-between for the conspirators. Caron left his house about 
five o^ock in the evening of March 21st.* 

At nine o'clock h^ had not returned. Burban and Joyaut, 
who were very anxious, guessed that their host was. arrested, 

> Examination of Victoire Cuvillier, 2Dd of G^erminal, Y«ar XH 
^National Archives, F', 6396. 

' Examination of Marie Antoine Garon, SOth of VeDtdoe, Year XH 
—National Archives, F', 6396. 
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and left the house that night It was quite time they did : 
Caron had, in fact, been arrested at the Hotel des Ministres, 
where " a mouse-trap "^ had been arranged, and taken at once 
to the Abbaye Prison. A commissary and three policemen 
came, at one in the morning, to make a search at the Reine 
des Fletirs^ and, finding nobody, installed themselves in the 
back shop. 

Burban and Joyaut passed the night in the fields behind 
the old Enclos des Chartreux; but in the morning they 
re-appeared in the Rue du Four. Whilst Joyaut remained 
on the watch, Burban entered the alley. Little Victoire 
chancing to be there, said to him in a low voice, "Fly!" 
But, with one boimd, the three policemen were upon him. 
He stabbed one with a poignard, but the other two got 
him down, and in a moment the house was filled with police 
and gcndannes, who had run up from the police station at 
the Abbaye. Burban and Joyaut were taken to the Temple, 
Fran^oise and Victoire to the Madelonnettes ; the Reine des 
Fleurs was clased, and seals placed on thfe shutters. 

When interrogated by Real, Caron played the part of the 
simpleton very cleverly — " I don**t know ; I don''t remember," 
a system which cannot be too highly recommended, and 
which always succeeds. He protested that he did not know 
the names of his lodgers. If Bonaparte, however, did not 
mind it being said that a few besotted Chou€Lns still hesitated 
to accept the new Government, he would not, for any con- 
sideration, let it be noised abroad that the citizens of Paris 
r^retted their former masters. Burban and Joyaut were 
therefore executed along with Greorges, but Victoire and 
Franfoise were released. The latter, as soon as she returned 
to the Rue du Four, commenced a campaign in Caron^s 
favour ; a petition was covered with the signatures of all the 
inhabitants of the quarter, and the perfumer, who was clever 
enough to pass himself off as an idiot who had been made a 
tool of by the royalists, was restored to liberty after ten 
months^ imprisonment. 

Proud of his importance, and ** the varnish of persecution 
which rendered him interesting," he posed as a victim, spoke 
aloud of his captivity, and related to all his customers how, 
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loaded with chaitii^ be hai] ddied the t}*mnrs pamir. He 
was much pitied ;^inde«It ht was too muc^i pitird. One 
fine day he nx^^iv^ an order to Wvr PmrU atul g*i tr* 
Douiif^eii, and live theit' under the surreillanee nf iht* »ipeci&I 
poliit^ He was* boutid to obt-v, but beforr leaving, be winbtd 
to arrange hU private affaim lie married Fran^utjsi^, and 
entrusted the Rtme des Fi^urM to her* She pro%x-d a» gpi)d a 
woman of budnMT devoled %nfc, and until the 

fall of the Emptm to pester the Mini»trr with 

doleful fiupplicaUov" adfd her hmbaiid, swearing 

that he would be ( iire^ and dedaring thai th<^ 

Kniperor had tko n\ e or inoi« faithful adinin?r 

lliiiiw petitions wet ner ; — idoiig w ith the pttltue 

not rs ilt'elari ng tliat- fieorrigible mvalist, and that 

1 1 1' t" i nu latt^tl '* i nccp b ** thrcitighout the eoiuitry »^ 

Th;it made htn fin etum of the Bourbons the 

lUftMHliary pauipblelH of tonner time?* lM.*<vime e*lifying tmtts 
and (^^iruri wiw on the pinnacle of succ^'f^^^ ^I'he King received 
him at the Tuileries — with a batch of others — and gave him 
a medal as a reward for his good and loyal services. The 
Duchess of Angouleme procured for him the place of " State 
Messenger,"" and the name of the ex-perfumer appeared in 
the Royal Almanac, after the names of the Deputies, and 
amongst the State dignitaries. He lived in the Palais 
Bourbon, and his duties were to escort the President of the 
Assembly from the door of " the house *" to the Presidential 
chair, and, once a year — clad in a velvet frock coat, with a 
white silk scarf round his stomach, a sword with a mother-of- 
pearl hilt by his side, and a cocked hat with feathers under 
his arm — to go and announce to the Chamber of Peers that 
the Chamber of Deputies had assembled.* 

Caron performed these duties — which were not very 

* ** The Sieur Caron, who figured in the affair of Georges 9l Co., and whom 
the Comte de Lille has received, and presented with a medal " for his good 
and loyal services," inhabits at intervals Auzou6r-la-Ferri^re, where he 
has keut a room in a house he has hired, to serve as a dep6t for incendiary 
pamphlets and placards of all kinds which he carries about the neighboor- 
mg villages. He was seen lately at the market at Touman. He is specially 
prone to make the most insulting remarks concerning the Due d'Otrante. 
—NcUional Archives, F, 6396. 

' Musnior-Descloeeaux's JndiscHtions, 
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arduous, it is true — until his eighty -seventh year. He died 
at the clase of 1831.^ His widow survived him but six 
months — she also had received a pension from Government. 
As the favours with which both had been loaded seemed out 
of proportion with what was known of their history, royalists 
who had not been well rewarded — and there were plenty of 
them — imagined that, in the days of the Terror, Caron and 
Franfoise must have rendered some signal service to some 
very important personage, and had the good sense never to 
boast about it. 

* Art'hii*es of the Chamlte.r o/ DeptitifH. 
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On September SSrcI, 1800, r stnguliir adventure disUirbttl 
the pea£!iefiil existence of Senator Clement de Rik, who 
WBH passing the aututiin at his Ch4teftu de BeauTots^ near 
Ajsay-sur-Cher, 

(hi that flny, t(i wards five oVloek in the aftxrrnoon^ he was 
Hitting with Mnie. ClfJment de Ri>*, who was ilU when 
two njen rushed into the room, pi^^toln in band, seiztd 
the astouiflhef { pniprietor of the house by the collar^ aiid 
dragged or pushed him to his i*tudy, where they e«>uipt!Ueti 
him to ojK^n all the drawers. They c^llectled all they found 
there, as well as all the silver plate in the house — two dozen 
spoons and forks, two coffee pots, and nine dishes — and 
packed the whole in the Senator'^s carriage, which four 
of their companions, who had remained outside, had ab^eady 
harnessed. Clement de Ris was pushed into the carriage; 
then all six mounted their horses, and went off with 
their victim, taking the road which led to the forest 
of Loches.^ 

French people, in those days, were not easily astonished — 
which explains the unconcerned manner in which the servants 
at the chdteau and the farm labourers witnessed the abduc- 
tion of their master without saying a word. The ci^tors 
also displayed astonishing coohiess. They rode off at a jog- 
trot, with their faces unmasked, and seemed to wish to give 
the awe-struck servants time to notice their costumes ; leather 
Vendean caps, tranctie-pique hats, yellow boots, and hussar 
jackets, such as were then worn by many old Chouan officers. 
One of the brigands — this detail was noted — had only 
one eye. Such was the indifference of the spectators that 
» National Archives, V, 6256. 
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not one of them thought of following the carriage, which was 
dragged acrass fields and up steep banks at the slow rate of 
some three miles an hour. 

Scarcely any more emotion was shown, when the Senator, 
who was believed to be dead, returned three weeks later 
sound and well, and stated that those gentlemen ^^ had taken 
him a good way from the chateau'^ — though he could 
not indicate the sjK)t precisely — and there they had 
imprisoned him in a kind of cave, where he remained 
seventeen days, copiously fed and well cared for. He 
was taken out of the cave one night, mounted behind a 
horseman, led into the forest, and left in a clearing, from 
whence he quietly returned home, fully determined to 
consider his adventure as a commonplace incident, about 
which he did not care to be questioned. 

In Paris, however, people were less patient The First 
Consul was not the sort of man to be attacked, even in 
tlie person of his Senators. He had but eighty of them, who 
had all formerly been hot Jacobins, and on whom he showered 
titles and dignities to reward them for their good example. 
He therefore took the matter serioasly, and Fouche received 
an order to set all his polic*e to work, which he at once 
did. 

The incidents are now known, and though some of 
the details can only be guessed, it appears to be proved that 
Fouche had antuiged all the affair himself, in order to 
recover possession of some very c*ompromising papers formerly 
confided to Clement de Ris. As he woidd not give them up 
of his own accord, Fouche had ordered six of his chosen 
agents to play the brigand, and they, either by excess of zeal, 
or because they wanted to make a little extra profit out 
of the business, kept the poor man in durance, and did 
not release him till they received express orders to do 
so from the Minister. The names of these are even known. 
ITieir leader was Charles Gonde, aliajf " la Chapelle *" aliax 
" Mr. Charles ^ or " handsome Charley "^ — an old Chouan 
noted for his dexterity in robbing diligences. When the 
undertaking had been carried out, he and his companions 
each received a sum of money and a passport for England, 
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from whimee they did not return until the affair 
forgotten. 

The rest of the baninej^s followed naturally. All th^l bad 
to \w done to a^stiagi' the imtntion of the First Con§iil was to 
find Hcinie "^^ guilty jj^ticsr and Fouche picked out two geoUe- 
nien of thedisitrict, M. de Mauduissoii, and M. dc Canchy, Ui 
brother-indaw. Both of them had been officers in the wjfil 
army, and hatl been amne ''"'' -^er the pacific-atton ; the ooe 
was twenty-eight years other only twenty* Bui it 

was necessary also to fina ned man, and he was rather 

difficult to procure, th< was sought far a hondttd 

miles round, ^Vhenev f heard of the arrest of auy 

robber, he wrotc» "^ Has ye ? If so, send him to me,** 

And thui* it hap{)ened tJ ■ was sent (roin Caen to join 

Canchy and Mai'^mVsi ler chevalier of Saint Louis 

named Eti<*inie C not quitted Lower NormaiHlj 

for the last two yeui ad lost an eye by a stmy ihot 

^- \\'\ 1 u 4 ] wn ^ h f -^ n n Ti , in c?^c t ! i r*>e tti en w ere t ri *y^ ^v i 
special court at Angers, and condemned to death, in spite of 
incontestable cUibis. Twenty witnesses swore to having seen 
them far away from Beauvois on the day of the crime, and 
they themselves begged to be confronted with Clem^it de 
Ris, but he had made a profitable reconciliation with Fouche, 
and deemed it beneath his dignity to appear as a witness at 
the trial The verdict was given on November 2nd, 1801 — All 
Souls' Day — *^ the day of the dead "^ — and the execution took 
place on the 3rd. With the exception of Mme. de Canchy, who 
it was thought would die of the shock and grief, and who 
would have stabbed herself with a knife, if it had not been 
taken away fit)m her, no one in the district dared show any 
indignation, though everyone was fuUy persuaded of the 
innocence of the condemned persons. But Fouche frightened 
them, and they were silent. 

One man alone — he whose history we are about to relate — 
had the courage to protest. This was a brave soldier of 
Lorraine, named Pierre Franfois Viriot.^ He enlisted at 
seventeen years of age, in 1791, in Chamboran'^s hussars, and 

^ Many of the details which follow have been taken from Viriot's domtr 
in the Archives of the Ministry of War. 
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was promoted some months later. He fought obstinately 
against the Chouans in the west, and helped to organise the 
flying columns of Mayenne. In 1800 he was a captain, 
counting as many campaigns as he had seen years of service, 
and bearing the scars of fourteen honourable wounds — five 
sabre cuts, and nine bullets. As he could in no way be 
suspected of tenderness or indulgence towards the royalists, 
and was unacquainted with the awased, he was appointeil one 
of the judges of the spei*ial court, which consisted of two 
magistrates and three officers, to try the abductors of Clement 
de Ris. After the first sitting there could be no doubt as to 
an aa{uittal, and Viriot h&stcned to reassure Mme. dc 
Canchy. The evidence which followed was almost wholly in 
favour of the accased, and the trial w&s almost at an end, 
when the old member of the Convention, Delainiay, who was 
president of the court, invited all the other judges to dinner. 
At this dinner the case was talked over, and Delaunay, 
though he owned that "a condemnation was impossible,*" 
insinuated that it would i)erhaps be dangerous to displease 
the Grovemment by letting free " men who were its professed 
enemies.'' AVhilst tliey were taking their coffee, with their 
elbows on the table, it was agreed that, "if Canchy, 
Mauduisson, and Gaudin were not actually guilty, they had, 
nevertheless, as old Chouans, deserved death a hundred times 
in other circumstances," and it was decided they should be 
condemned. Viriot indignantly tried to plead the caase of 
the poor wretches, but finding that his pn)testations were of 
no avail against their fixed resolution not to displease the 
terrible Minister of Police, he fell into a rage, " struck the 
table, rolled about on his chair, and addressed the most 
insulting remarks to his colleagues.'' He fell on his knees 
before them, and implored them at least to s{)are tlie lives of 
the atrused ; finally, he dashcHl out of the iXK)m swearing that 
he would not dishonour himself by signing such a venlict, and 
went to Mme. de Canchy, whom he informed of the plot. Hie 
poor woman, who could not believe such a misfortune was 
possible, conceived the hoi)eless project of saving her hasband 
fnmi the headsman. She kn(K*ke<l at the doors of all the 
bankers in the town, borrowed money, signed bills, and 
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he obtaine<l an audience with Bonaparte, who put this 
astounding cjuestion to him : " Why did you not agree with 
the venlict of your colleagues ? "" 

Viriot deilHiv<l his Hrm conviction that the accused persons 
wei*e iinux'ent. 

" That may \k%' si\u\ the Consul, ^'^ but the law compelled 
you to sign tlie* verdict."' ** It <lid not oblige me to dishonour 
myself," replied the offiivr sharply. He begged for a trial, 
but it may well be imaginetl they knew better than to bring 
him before a court-mai-tial. Fouche preferred silence — tliere 
werc spectres he did not wish to see evoked.^ 

From that day, Viriot was " in Coventry,'" and saw himself 
desei*ted little by little. Like the lepers of former days, he 
was avoided by all iis though they had fear of a mysterious 
contagion, and the life of the man who had dared to brave 
Fouche became one long torture. Unto his life's end he was 

* This is a short summary of the case as it is given by Cr^tineau- 
Joly {Vtnddc mililaire)^ the Bulletin HtJitoriqiie de VAnjou (report of the 
Angers trial),-and La VeriU mr I enlei^ttUAit du S6naieur CUmeiU de Bis, by 
Carr6 de IkiHserolle ; but, as many points have never been cleared up, 
we prefer to let the readier exercise his own judgment, and therefore 
give further on, in spite of its length, the report issued to the Consuls 
by the Minister of vVar, and whicli contains the accusations which led 
to Viriot being disgraced and cashiered. 
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to be crushed by tlie weight of his " crime,*" like Sisyphus was 
through having incurred the wrath of Pluto. 

It would seem that, at first, Viriot did not realise the 
gravity of his offence. After grumbling for six months, he 
petitioned to be re-instated in the army, but his request 
remained unanswered. A year later he again sent in a 
petition, which led to an interchange of con*espondence 
between the various branches of the Ministry of War, where 
his doimer is still preserved. But in this dossier were certain 
documents, on reading which General Girardon declared that 
*: upon his honour and conscience Viriot is unworthy of 
belonging to the French Anny,*" — and the petition was 
"shelved.*" And so, this officer, who was only thirty-one 
years of age, was obliged to sit idly by, with rage in his heart* 
during the splendid days of the banning of the Empire. 
He saw his brothers-in-arms receiving promotion, titles, and 
decorations, and starting joyously on that wild dash across 
Europe which had its a|K)theosis at Austerlitz. He remained 
alone and useless, amongst the old and impotent, at Metz, 
where he had taken refuge and had married. At last, unable 
to bear it any longer, and to delude himself into the belief 
that he was taking his share in that glorious era, he crossed 
tlie Rhine into Germany, settled at Cassel, and managed to 
get engaged as military instructor by Prince Maurice of 
Issemburg, who was raising a r^ment to present to Napoleon, 
and who, in return for the 3,^00 Grerman {xsasants offered to 
tlie ogre as a holocaust, received the ribbon of the Legion of 
Honour. Viriot returned to France fiilly convinced that he 
had shaken off* his bad luck. The Prince of Issemburg had 
conferred on him the honourable title of Lieutenant-Colonel, 
and the simple-minded soldier imagined that all he had to do 
was to get this title c*onfirmed by the Minister of Wfiur. But 
he needed protectors, and all turned away from this plague- 
stricken wretch on whom there was a heavy curse. ^ 

' "M. Pierre Francois Viriot has not been confirmed in his appoint- 
ment as captain, which he held temporarily in the Issembars regiment. 

"This officer was tried by a special tribunal of the Department of 
Maine-et-Loire in the Vear A. He was cashiered in the coarse of the 
same year, being charged with having sold his verdict in the case of 
Senator Client de His."— iircAit^ oftU Miniatry qf War. 
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After liat, he wa» fiometiiiieH men in Pari^ still nurytig 
soiiie illusion a.^ to his fate — ^^oTueiiiue:^ at Metz, wbfs^ he 
reflected upoo his disappoiDtments Mrandering round thi 
barracks, follomng the troops^ and unwilling to admit lh*t 
he ^AFi cut off for ever from the army in which he had IxttA 
almost since his infancy. He wrote ccmtiniiidly, begging to far 
•mto'^ bo his rank^ offenug to give up all hi^ fortune^ md 
!■* equip ten men» aiHj p :wo hon$es for the artillay- 

train." jLh^ M 

Yeai ^ Tiim ' aooie fresh vexation, ThtV 

Eni{)er<„,^ | a and France on the point of | 

being tnvaae^ i i ared the decree of Jantuirj 

4th, 1814, ^ ttened Departments to miie 

carps of gu ► oppo^ the eiieray s matth 

'ITiis }<eemeti u.— o Viriot He donned his 

uniform, started ling out the peasants on hii _ 

rnad, and enli»tiug voi, «^ d managed to get togethefi^ 
from various villages, three hundred infantry. He obtaii^ 
from the commandant of the town, six guns, to whidi he 
harnessed plough-horses, and, as General of this little armyt 
he scoured the country, harassed the enemy'*s ocmvoys, lived 
constantly in ambuscades, and compensated himself by restless 
activity for his fourteen years of enforced idleness. 

"Fifteen hundred mountaineers,'' he writes in his en- 
thusiasm, " will rise at my call. My war-cries are * country ' 
and * Napoleon ' — both dear to my heart ! " 

On March 27th he met, at Bazoches, near Saint Mihiel, a 
whole Russian anny corps. Anxious to show his mettle, he 
harangued his little troop, gave battle, routed the enemy, 
and took 1,800 prisoners, 80 wagons, 500 horses, and 8 guns, 
and, the same evening, forwarded to the Minister of War a 
triumphant account of the exploit. This report — ^un- 
fortunately — arrived in Paris the very day the Russians 
made their entry into the city, and the irony of fate also 
decTeed that the only time Viriot had fought, he had cut in 
pieces the corps of Prince Biren of Courland, one of the 
dearest friends of Louis XVIII. So he had no share in the 
favours of the Restoration ; and the guerilla corps he 
commanded was disbemded at Metz on July IsL The 
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Grovemment demanded of Viriot 8,400 francs for ^^ damages 
committed by his troops,*^ and, when he had paid, sent Um 
home, and troubled no further about him. He then lived, 
with his wife, at Montigny-les-Metz, and thither he retired, 
resignedly, understanding nothing of what had happened 
in the past, and hoping nothing from the future. 

The thunder-bolt of the Emperor^s return, in March, 1815, 
roused Viriot from his apathy. He was one of the first, on 
hearing the great news, to present himself to Napoleon ^ to 
bring the good wishes of the population in tibe east of 
ftance,^ of whom he made himself — ^perhaps rather 
gpratuitously — the spokesman. It was a good opportunity to 
present himself at the Tuileries. The Emperor accepted all 
kinds of services. He authorised Viriot to raise in Meurthe, 
Meuse, and Moselle a guerilla force of 4,000 infantry and 
1,£00 cavalry, appointed him commander, and handed him 
the Legion of Honour. Viriot at last had his revenge ; a 
startling revenge — but very short-lived. Fouche had come 
back with Napoleon, and was all-powerful. He had 
forgotten none of his old hatreds, and foreseeing, — and even 
preparing for, — the speedy return of the Bourbons, whilst 
still serving the Emperor, he meant to take advantage of the 
interregnum to get rid of every one who was likely to be an 
[>b6tac*le to the surprising conversion he meditated. 

Viriot, full of ardour, scoured the Moselle country, 
organising his little army ; — without suspecting that his very 
earliest recruit was a police agent — named Niclot — whom, 
naively, he attached to his own person, and in whom he had 
3very confidence. The campaign was short, and the guerilla 
x>rps was not called upon to take a part. After Waterloo, 
(Viriot was enctunped at the gates of Metz, with his troops, 
iwaiting orders, when one evening his camp was invaded by 
solicemen, who bound his hands, and dragged him away to 
prison, where he was kept in solitary confinement. When — 
Jiree weeks later — he could communicate with his wife and 
lis old octogenarian mother, he learned ^^ that he was charged 
irith eight offences, the penalty for each of which was capital 
punishment.'*" 
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who often let him out, on parole, for several days at a time.^ 
At last he was set free, and his first care was to write to 
the Minister of War to relate his grievances, and claim his 
rank. A long scries of his lamentations is to be found in his 
dossier. He speaks of his past services, of his honour kept 
intact, and of his three sons killed in face of the enemy. On 
each of these fervent appeals can be seen, written in the 
margin, the invariable remark, "Nothing to be done — 
Shelved.*" His supplications were not replied to; and he 
could not even obtain the ratification of his right to wear 

> •* Nancy, January 27th, 1817. 

The Captain commanding the gendarmerie of La Meurthe gives an 
account of the arrest of viriot, taken when he had juit escaped from 
the prison at Nancy. **The private life and political morals of Sieur 
Viriot ought to be knou^ to you, and render him most dangerous, w 
he belongs to a numerous family living in the city of Nancy, whose 
principles are absolutely contrary to the views of the Government. 

*' I aucstioncd him about his escape. He declared that he had 

permission from M. le P. G to dine with his sister, the post-mistress 

at Velaine, three leagues from Nancy. 

"I sent back Viriot to the prison with an order to have him locked 
up, but the gaoler at the civil prison refused to execute the order. I 
have the honour to remark to Your Excellency that this prison is in 
the forest of Hayes, which is immense, and that consequently it is to 
be feared that in granting Sieur Viriot permission to leave (supposing 
he has the right to do so) it would not be possible to lay hands on him 
f^^ain, on account of the influence he has obtained over all the bad 
eharacters in the district, who are under his orders.'* 

354 



COLONEL VIRIOT 

the Cross which the Einperor''s hand had placed on his breast. 
The police, to whom, for the last ten years, he had been 
known as ** most dangerous ; — an enemy to every kind of 
Grovemment,^ — persecuted him, pursued him, vexed him in a 
thousand ways. At Brussels, where he took refuge in 1820, 
with his wife^s family, he was imprisoned at the request of the 
French Ambassador, as being implicated in a plot against the 
State, bandied about from judges to commissaries, and 
harassed with diabolical persistence. 

Fouch^ had disappeared long ago, but the effects of his 
resentment had survived his power, and this is the proper 
place to relate the means his watchful hate had devised to gag 
Viriofs mouth for ever. At the beginning of this dossier^ in 
which were gathered all the petitions of the unfortunate 
officer, was placed a copy — ^not the original— of a report dated 
1802 and addressed to the Consuls. In this document — the 
summary of a long inquiry the materials for which are said 
to be in the hands of tibe Minister of Justice — the conduct of 
Viriot during the trial at Angers is presented in the most 
odious light.^ This "intriguer" managed to get himself 

^ Report made to the CohboIb by the Ministry of War, the 17th of 
Flavidse, Year X, now in the Archives of the Ministry of War. 

'* The Consuls, in a report of the Minister of Justice stating that the 
public opinion and nriyate opinion of the special Court of Maine and 
Loire accuse Citizen Viriot, supernumerary captain in the 22nd Military 
Division, and judged by that tribunal of prevarication in the case relating 
to the assault committed on the person of Senator Clement de Ris, have 
charged the Minister of War to obtain the opinion of General Girardon 
oonceming Citizen Viriot. 

" This General confirms in his reply the charges brought against that 
officer, and declares upon his honour and conscience that Viriot is unworthy 
to belong to the French Army. 

'* It is proposed to cashier this officer, and return the documents to the 
Minister of Justice to be examined with a view that he should be 
prosecuted and punished as a prevaricator." 

"Citizen Consuls, 

The Minister of Justice has presented to you a report oonoeming 
Citizen Viriot, supemumerarv captain of the 22nd Military Division, tried 
before the Special Tribunal of Maine*et- Loire. I have, according to your 
orders, asked General Girardon for information regarding that officer, 
and he replied in the following terms :— 

** To sum up my opinion of Citizen Viriot, I resard him as an intriguer, 
who has long been away from the army, and who has been clever enough to 
pass off the shooting accident which deprived him of his right eye as a 
wound received in war ; one of those people who hang on to all parties 
and use all events for their own advantage, as he did when in Nivdae, 
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On their return, Viriot ued erery means to winoTer themiffrages of the 
jadffee in favour of the accoaed. He intenriewed each one in priTate, 
told them he had hunted with Generals Mortier and Junot, who aesored 
him that it was the intention of the Firat Consul to pardoo them, but that 
he had been prevented by the outcries made by the Senate and law offioen, 
but, at any rate, it wa« certain that if the accused were acquitted all the 
judffee would be rewarded ; that Delaunay, the President, would be named 
Prefect, Boullai and Bellane^ would be appointed judges of the Court of 
Caanation, kc. He even (Ured to pretend that G«ieral Qirardon had 
received secret orders from the First Consul to assure them they would be 
rewarded, and to interest the public he set abroad the rumour that Mme. 
Bonaparte was related to the accused. 

Viriot counted particularly on General Carrette, who is not a very well- 
educated man but very honest. His good nature was taken for an assent 
to the solicitations, and to win him over to their side they oflered him 
2,000 francs and a tortoiseshell box lined with gold. 

This present was left with Reymond, the keeper of the forage stores. 

The trial began on the Ist of Brumaire, and already eflbrts had been 
made to sniin over public opinion in the caf^. Viriot invited to dinner 
Captain Belleville and the substitutes Gardais and Gastineau, who 
remarked that in crossing the Place de la Commune, where Mmes. 
Canchy and Mauduisson were, Viriot walked arm-in-arm with them to 
give those ladies an idea of his ascendency over his colleagues Citixeni 
Belleville and Gastineau left soon after the dinner, although Viriot pressed 
them to stop ; Gardais alone remained. Dufray arrived,, and said, ** Have 
they broufftt the sacks?" "They are there," replied Viriot. In the 
course of the evening Dufray said to Viriot, ** We have thought of stirring 
up Bressigny '* (the suburb where the quarrymen live). 

The same day, 1st of Brumaire, two bills to order, of 3,000 francs each, 
were signed by Mme. Manduisson, payable to Viriot, endoned by Dufray 
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with Mme. de Canchy, the money she borrowed from the 
bankers of the town, Viriot^s journey to Paris, his reproaches 

and his wife ; the one payable the 11th, and the other the 2l8t of Brumaire. 
They were not paid on account of the condemnation, and are in the 
poMession of Mme. de Ghaasilv at Mans. 

After the trial, when the judges were giving their votes, Viriot alone put 
in a white ball on every question, even on the fact of the abduction of 
which he denied the existence. His colleagues decided the contrary way, 
whereupon he behaved with the greatest indecency, striking the table, 
rolling about on the seats, and showering the most insultine remarks on his 
oolleaffues. His fury moderated, however, when one of the judjzes raised 
a doubt as to whether the law of Floral, Year V., or the Penal Code — the 
punishment by which is imprisonment in irons— ought to be applied. 
Viriot almost went on his knees to the judges to ask them to save the 
lives of the accused persons. 

Viriot, who had taken the dissimulation of some of the judges (who per- 
ceived his object) for agreement with his opinion, had so persuaded the 
fiimilies of the accuMd and their defenders that they would be 
acquitted, that they were celebrating it with a dinner when they heard 
the news of their condemnation. It was this belief which saved the town 
from the riots planned by Duf ray. 

As soon as the sentence was ffiven the condemned men, Ganchy, 
Maudnisson, and Gaudin, whilst stiU in Gourt, asked to see Viriot, and he 
was searched for all the evening. The following morning thev sent the 
executioner to him but he refused to see them, and said to the headsman, 
" Tell them I am ilL" The Government Gonmussary remarked to him that 
it was improper to charge the executioner with a message, and sent an 
usher to inform the condemned men of Viriot's refusal to see them. 

The friends of Mmes. Manduisson and Ganchy had made them leave 
before the execution, but they had said enough to cause suspicion to rest 
on Gitizen Viriot, who, on his^side, had been indiscreet enoiu^h to publish 
abroad that he was the only^udge who gave a verdict in favour of the 
prisoners. 

These rumours spread about determined the President to convoke the 
Gourt towards the end of Brumaire, and Viriot underwent an examination 
by the President and was cross-examined by each of the judges. He replied 
in the swaggering manner which is usual with him, and not in a satisfac- 
tory manner. So far from trying to justify himself, he talked about his 
sword, &o., to the Government Gommissa^. 

Since then Mme. de Mauduisson has written to Gitizen Foucaud Gebron, 
merchant, at Angers, to instruct him to demand repayment of 8,000 francs 
disbursed ; that is to say, 6,000 francs paid at Paris at the time of his 
journey, and 2,000 francs left by Dufray with the storekeeper Reymond. 
This letter has been seen and read and extracts taken from it, but Gitizen 
Foucaud Gebron would not place it in the hands of the Government 
Gommissary. She usee these words in speaking of Viriot, "Does the 
•ooundrel — who is more the executioner of mv children than the poor 
wretch who was oblised to obey the orders of the law — want to play the 
part of robber as well, or will he restore the 8,000 francs ? " 

Viriot asked leave of absence of the Gourt. The President asked 
him if his intended journey was within or outside the Department, as 
in the latter case he ought to apply to the Minister of Justice. Viriot 
did not reply, and went to Saumur without the permission of either the 
Gourt or his superior officer, and made Dufray sign a declaration before a 
notary that he had never given any money to oormpt the judges. 
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Kiwh time that »ome new petition drew attention to Viriot^ 
each time that his dossier was consulted, it was on this 
infamoas document that the eye first fell. It must have 
ruined for ever in the minds of successive Ministers all chance 
of his rehabilitation. Once — in 1818 — an over-carefiil or 
over-curious clerk, anxious to trace documents to their 
fountain-head, asked the Minister of Justice for Virions 
dosmer. The reply was that, " in spite of the most searching 
investigations it was impossible to find it,*" He then sought 

Before this case, suspicion rested on Viriot in another affair. Hoael, 
charged with embezzlement of Oovemment money at Boug^, was acquitted, 
but said it had cost him 50 louis. He did not name anyone, but the day 
after the verdict Viriot paid a tolerably large sum he owed a goldsmith. 

Other facta which are foreign to the case concerned, but relate to Viriot 
personally, have been forwarded to me by General Girardon, and add to 
our unfavourable opinion of the Captain. He seems, ever aince he wore 
epaulettes, to have been devoid of good-feeling and to have committed 
embezzlements and exactions, information about which can be procured 
from the persons mentioned by the General. 

Viriot call^ on the Prefect of Maine-et- Loire to give testimony in his 
behalf, and attribute the charges brought against him to the President and 
the Government Commissary who, he says, have not pardoned him for 
differing in opinion from them in this case. 

I propose to the Consuls to deprive Captain Viriot of his command, and 
to return all the documents in his dossier to the Minister of Justice, to be 
examined to see if they afford sufficient ground to prosecute and pomsh 
him as a prevaricating judge. 

Signed, Alkxakdrb Bbkthisb." 
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for it amongst the archives of ^* military justice,^ and was 
informed there that ^^ the documents had been lost or taken 
away twelve years ago, and could not be found, although 
strict search had been made."*^ And still this apocryphal 
report continued to be believed in, despite its evident falsity ; 
for if Viriot had been guilty of perverting justice, why was he 
not brought to trial ? Why— if there was any doubt— have 
cashiered him, contrary to the military r^ulations, without 
any inquiry or court-martial ? And, above all, why not have 
informed Um of the odious suspicion which lay upon him ? 

For he never knew of what he was accused. Many years 
later, in October 1830 — after each revolution he artlessly 
protested his devotion to the new rigime^ declaring himself^ 
beforehand, a fanatical supporter of any Government, 
whatever it might be, which would restore him his epaulettes 
and his sword — in October 1830 it would seem that a light 
broke in on his mind. By dint of thinking over his 
misfortunes, he saw and understood at last the plot of which 
he had been the victim. The gigantic spectre of his rival — 
dead ten years before — appeared to him for the first time, and 
so great is his retrospective fear that he dared not pronounce 
the terrifying name. In addressing to the King ^^ a siunmary 
of his misfortunes,*^ he speaks of a powerful **hand,'' of 
a high " personage,*" of the " man in office ^ who had reduced 
him to despair, but not once does he have the audacity to 
name Fouchd^ 

» " Octobtr 18th, 1830. 

*' To the King of the French, 

. . . Senator Client de Ris was carried off in broad daylight from the 
door of his ChAteau de Beauvois, near Tours. Proceedings Uiken in the 
ordinary Courts were unavailing, and the guilty persons, protected by a 
jmmmt/W hand^ escaped justice. 

" The Senate demanded reparation for the offence committed on one of its 
members, and Napoleon, then First-Consul, who wished to be on good 
terms with the first body of the State, created a Special Court to deal with 
the crime. 

*' The Senator, however, had been carried off by mistake ; the agents of 
the man in power who had woven the plot should have seized another 
perBon and carried off his papers, but when their plot failed they fled 
abroad. He had either to acknowledge his error and incur the displeasure 
of his master, or sacrifice some innocent persons who could be charged with 
the abduction. The man in power did not hesitate. Some unfortunate 
Vendeans, who had retired to their homes and lived quietly ever sinee 
the pacification of their country, were destined to be offered at a holocaust 
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This touching wad irapreasive story was lodged, with his 
preceding letters, io that fatd dos^iery the first document 
ill which placed him heyond the baB of pity. The poor man 
never could guess why everyone in power reg&rded him as 




In 1848, "come to the decline of life* and in his quality 
of republican of 11190,^ be begged to be put on half pay, for, 
since he had been deprived of his rank, he had never receiipTed 
pay, nor pension, nor indemnity, nor t^ief of any sort 
He then resided at Nanterre, where he lived io a peasanC* 
cottage, where he meditated on the insolvable enigma of }m 
d&itiny, like those old soldiet^ whom Charlet drew, Beated in I 
their arm-chair, a woollen nightcap on their bead, and clad 
in an old cloak instead of a dressing-gown, motionless, 
dreaming of bygone days, their fists clenched, and looking 
fixedly from under their bushy eyebrows. 

In 1851, when he was almost eighty, he welcomed with 
juvenile enthusiasm the return of the Eagle. He forwarded 
a fresh petition to Napoleon III., to which, like the others, no 
reply was ever made.^ That was the last. After having 

to the reputation of this hi^h personage, and he strove to find exeoatiooen 
for them under the name ofiua^M. 

*< No doubt he believed that I, a devoted patriot who had fought with 
some success aeainst the Vendeans, should not hesitate to condemn them 
on the most trining evidence, and I was appointed one of the judges d the 
Special Court. But he was deceived. 

'* The evidence proved no charge asainst the accused, and, nevertheless, 
they were sentenced to death. I wiU not say what methods of seduction 
were employed against my colleagues ; what offers and what threats 
were made to me. I should tell nothing new, for examples of cor- 
ruption are unfortunately too frequent. Strong in my own convictions I 
refused to sign the iniquitous sentence ; I proclaimed aloud the innocence 
of the acciued, which was clearly shown by the evidence. I msde 
known who were the real culprits and exposed all the plot, but my voice 
was stifled, and the unfortunate men paia with their lives for a mistake 
made by the agents of a man in power. 

'* I have kept copies of all the documents relating to this iniquitous afiEur 
. . . Some time after that I was struck off the .^^my List. Three times 
has justice been on the point of triumphing, and i succeeded in gettinx 
my command restored ; and three times the author of the plot procured 
my dismissal . . .,** ic. — Archives of the Ministry of War, 

"^ To the Emperor. Signed, Colonel Viriot. lavry, Seine-et-Oise. A 
copy of this pamphlet is in the Biblioth^ue Nationals. 
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implored the Consuls, the Emperor, the Bourbons of 1814, 
the open-handed Napoleon of the Hundred Days, Louis XVIII. 
after his return fh>m Ghent, Charles X., the Provisional 
Government, Louis-Philippe, the Second Republic, and the 
Second Empire, Viriot r^sed that no human power had 
ever cared to break the tombstone under which he had been 
interred alive for sixty years. Time alone could procure him 
his revenge, and he sadly gave up the useless struggle. He 
retired to Livry, and lived in a cottage in the woods, with his 
wife, who bore the well-merited name of Constance. She 
had never left him during the sixty-seven years of their 
married life. And sometimes, when at evening, sitting before 
his door, his face buried in his hands, he meditated upon his 
ruined life till his old shoulders shook with stifled sobs, she 
would come and sit by his side, and gently console him 
whilst she knitted. Tliere are still some persons at Livry 
who remember having seen these two old people, of whose ^ 
history they were ignorant. They called Viriot ** Colonel," 
though they were surprised that there was no red ribbon 
in his button-hole. He passed his time in gardening, or in 
arranging his papers, which he never tired of re-perusing. 
Cretineau-Joly, the historian of La Vendee, came to see him 
once, and looked through these valuable bundles of papers. 
They were ^^ authentic copies of all the documents relating 
to the iniquitous trial at Angers.*^ Cn^tineau-Joly spent 
several days there ; and came away absolutely certain of the 
innocence of the men guillotined in 1801, and informed the 
descendants of M. de Canchy of his discovery. Viriot, 
he said, ^^ is the most honest and upright of men."*^ 
This obscure martyr died at Livry, June 10th, 1860.^ 

' Mairie of Livry, JRegister of Dtaihs^ No. 73. 

June 10th, 1860, Snnday. 

Death of Pierre Franfois Viriot, retired colonel, bom at Nancy, 
September 20th, 1773. Son of Herre Viriot and Jeanne Franfoise 
Lemaure, deceased, and husband of Marie Franfoise Constance Calonne. 
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